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Don't Stop My Paper.

? You ean't tell how we misa it,

The chlldren want their stories,
And wife ls anslons, oo,

At fipst to glanee it over,
Aud then to read it through,

And 1o read the leaders,
And con ihe book reviews,

And sean the correspondence,

and every it of dews.

Dorcas Caledon,
(  THE HEIRESS OF CALEDON HEIGETS,

AN AUTOBIOGRAIPE Y.

BY FLORENCE E. DIAMOND,

[Copyrighted, 1557, by The A. N, Kellogg Neao
paper Company.]
CHAPTER VIL

This, then, was the end of all my foolish

dreams of Oliver Ithe eud of the
true 1 : feit so sure
. I:hmhgww ‘on his return!

Had he not promised me to be my friend!?
Abtbut that was long ago: be had forgot-
ten me now, and my cheeks burned as 1 re-
membered my cager welcome and his chill-
ingreply.

Sitting thus in thedark I could hear the
sound of musio and mirth from the drawing-
room where, I had no doubt, the family and
their guests were assembled. This did not
add to my peace of mind, you may be sure.

Presently Maggie burst into the room in
per usual impusive fashion.

“What, miss, sitting in the dark!” she
rried. “Why, whatever is the matter,
dear!” she continued, lighting the lamp and
poticing my wet, tangled hair and dis-
srdered appearance.

“Nothing at all” I answered, sullenly.
#] went out for a walk and got wet.”

“Well, well, that’s too bad!"” said good-
paturad Maggie, seating herself on the edgs
of the bed, us she often did, for a fricndly
chat.

“0h!" she began, it’s fine times they're

9 more oompany oome.
that was here once safore, though I don't
suppose you remomber it, you were sich a
little chick then.
in' in furrin parts and now he is come back.

havin' in the pariors this evening. There's | 88 1 walked on: better starve in freedom
That young gent | than livein hondage.

Well, ke is boen travel: |

They say he is no end of rich, and Miss |

Jroua, it's plain to see, is mighty anxious to
look fine in his eyes; and sho does look fine,
dear, though I hute to say ity she is such a
hateful piece; but shie is just lovely in her
pink velvet with such lace and diamonds
glittering all over her. And Mr. Dudley,
#0 Noruh says, brought her a jewel case,ths
most beautiful thing you ever sce,” went
on Maggie. “Bul you don't seem 10 curs
for heann' it, Miss Dorrie.  Are ye silin' o1
say thing "

“No, Maggie,” I answored, drearily, “but
. my head sches and I'm going 1o bed soon.
Don'tmind me st supper, I do not wan{
sny.”

And Maggie, seeing that I did not care for
her presence, finally left me alone. Then my
snger blazed forth. Before Maggie's en-
trunce I had been tryingina blind way to
find some excuse for Mr. Dudley's cool und
indifferent welcoma to me, and I was ready
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obedicnce. But now I was sstisfied, I said.
. All my pride rose in arms at the thought
t that [ should erave his friegdship, which he
‘ withbield. He had come. Yes—und I fuirly
lsughed in my bitter self-scorning — my
Iriend, my king, my idesl hero had come.
He bad treated me kindly; yes, kindly as he
woukd have treated a beggar in the street
who had asked him for a penny, He saved
Yyou from drowning, swd my conscience. As
be would have saved a dog, T answered, bit-
i terly. His presents, his smiles, were for
Irma Barrett, beautiful, rich, pulden-haired
Irma Marrett, the heiress of Caledon
Heights, Preposterous then that a beg-
garly depondent should aspire to the friend-
ship or regard of one so far above her.

1 fuirly loathed myself for having ever
lovad or trusted him.

o believe he had not been intentionally un- |
kind, ouly & littde vexed at my act of dis- |

Why did 1 love or |

trustany one! Surely noone had ever re- |

turned my love. Was I not s wretched
foundling from my birth, u cast-off waif
whom no one cared to own; and s i
strauge, 1 said, thst when one's own par-
tuls forsake them that others should not
feel auy great interest or love for them. No
B was not, but it made my bitter lot none
. the easler 1o bear, to know this, T sat up
and wrung my hands in rage and hate to-
ward every one. I hated the purents who
bsd cast me off, 1 said. 1 huted the low-
bred servants 1 had been compelbad to us-
sociate with when my spirit told me I was
fitted or born for better company. But
above all 1 hated Mrs, Clayton and her
daughter, who, I always imagined, in a
;:-Eua way, stood between me und o better

o Gradually my anger subsided, and I be-
&me calmer; but & resolve had formed it-
self in my mind, and that was that I would
60 longer remain s dependent at Caledon; 1
oould certainly earn my living, now 1 was
teurly fifteen years of age. I would try,
iy way ; any thing was better than living
bere, Isaid. T would go at once, I would
ot wait to be banished to the dull farm-
bouse as T knew I should be.

In my feverish eagerness 1 arose and
Pibhered together my few belongings, tied
them fnabundle and then sst down to
Wwritta note to Mr. Dudley, thanking him
fﬁfhl!lt::m‘lj‘ sid the evening before, but
lelling him nothing of my intended depart-

*LTCRXED AXD GAVE ONE LONG, LAST LOOK."
A —————

e, Thixnoto Iinidon the little dressing
Yskle, where Maggie would be sure to see
she camo to my room in the morn-
: B Talsoleft the bit of gold given me

BOW, had been the most precious thing
¢ world tome.  But Idid not value it

arose and donned my hat and sacque, and,
taking my bundle, stole noislessly us a
slhisdow along the hall and out at a side en.
trance. 1unfastened the door and gained the
grounds, through which 1 sped and reached
tho gate unsecn by the watch<log that 1
groatly feared. The gate wns fastened, |
but I managed to crecp thgwugh the bars
and then I stood upon the highway. 1
turned and gave one long, last look st the |
house I hud known for five long weary
years and which I presumed I was leaving |
forever., 1

What a massive pile of masonry it
standing out dimiy i the gray light. How
prowdly did it seem to stare at me with' its
many-windowed cyes, as if scorning the
kumble waif who stood alone in the dusty
road, gazing up at it with mixed feclings of
awe and regret.  But it had been naught to
me but a hateful prison house, I said, as I
burried away. Why should I regret leaving
it Soltrudged ou, little dreaming how I
should again enter the gates of Caledon
Heighta, or what a strange, new life lay be-
fore me.

My intention was to go to the eity, and
:hntire,l. like all people, «ne;iﬂir
m%ﬁ often told me of
a niece of hers who earned good wages as
A nursery girl, and a certain cousin who
had nothing at all to do but attend one little
fellow, or child rather, and reccived the
sum of two dollars a week and bouard, bé-
sides many of her mistress' cast-off gar-
ments, which, Maggie declared, were as
good as uew. Hearing this, I did not
doubt but I should soon find a place where
my services would be gratefully received.
I did not stop to think that these people
would be very likely to inquire from
whence I came and what recommendation
I had. But I was very ignorant of the
world, the reader must remember, having
vever been outside the gates of Caledon,
scarcely, nor into a town or village of any
sort, since [ was ten years old. Think of
this, you children, to whom a journey of
bundreds of miles is never thought of ex-
sept as a trifling occurrence.

I had with me a small sum of money which
I had saved by doing odd jobs for the sery-
ants at Caledon; yet the whole sum did not
exceed two dollars. But I was free, Isaid, |

I haud caleulated that the distanc® to the
city could not be over five miles, butin my |
confusion I must have taken n Jonger route, |
for I walked briskly nearly the whole fore- |
noon, &od still 1 saw no sign that Iwas
nearing it. The road, too, gréew narrow,
and had an untraveled look thatalarmed |
me. 1 was faint and thirsty, too, from hav-
ing traveled so far, but I disliked to stop at
any of the farm-houses I passed, for people,
though kind-hearted in the main, would bd
apt to look with suspleion on a stranger
plodding alone on the public highway.

But toward noon, unable to endure longer
the pangs of hunger and thirst, 1 stopped at
& small house on the edge of a field where a
woninn was drawing woater from & well, and
timidiy asked for & drink, and to stop and
rest for a little while. She sourly complied
with my request, glancing suspiciously at
my bundie the while.

I entered the house and sank down on the |
sliair she pushed toward me, almost too tired
o do more than breathe. She was prepar-
mg dinver, und the smell of the wvictuals
mude me ravenous. T had nottasted food
since dinner the previous day, and it was
small wonder I'was faint und hungry. I
rould not sturve, and T asked the woman for
breukfast. She had not spoken since I had '
entered the houss, evidently being in a fit
»f sulks about something, Bhe spoke now,
though, wondering viciously what I was
tramping about the country asking break-
fast at this hour for. 1 did not auswer her,
and ghe, soeing how pale and wan 1 looked,
perhups relented, for she placed some vie-
unls aund a gliss of milk on the table, end
bade me sit up and eat. T did so, and hay-
ing finished 1 offered the woman a bit of
silver in payment, half hoping she would not
take it; bt inthis 1 was mistaken, her small
gray eyes glittered as she clutched it cager-
1y, and she asked, quickly:

“Ye've plenty of this I suppose, girl?'” at
the same time laying her large hand on my
shoulder.

% Only a very little,” T answered steadily,
though my heart beat nearly to suffocation
80 frightened was I, for I judged from the

. woman’s looks she would not hesitate to do

| the nourishment T had taken.

me nu injury. Butat that instont a horse
man passed, seceing which I grasped my
bundle and fled hastily down the road be
hind him, only too glad to escape my viclous
looking hostess, but greatly refreshed by

1 had intended to have made some in |
quiries in regard to the road I must take tw
reach Baltimore; but in my fright I had for.

| gotten it. 8o I wandered on, only pausing

¥ Oliver Dudiey 80 long before, and which |
LY

to rest o short time in & wooded dell where

HyE'VE PLENTY OF TIIS, 1 sUPPosgl”

& cool spring bubbled up; I refreshed my
self with a drink of the elear, sparkling
water, and then took up my walk again.

But toward evening, being certain I must
have lost my way entirely, I determined to
inquire at & large furm-house that stood a
short distanoce from the road nmong a clump
of old trees.

A large colored woman, with & red bax-
dana tied over her head, was swesping
the leaves from the walks as I came up.
Bhe paused when she suw me, and rested
ber hands on her hips, while a look of won-
der crept over her black fuce. Itimidly in-
quired the distance to B.

“Law bress ve, honev, yeron de wrong
track, sure epuff,” she cried. *“Why Bal-
timore is clean twenty mile fromn here; ye's |
comin’ away from dar, chile."

1 Jooked at the woman in blank amaze |
ment; then, sinking down on a sest, near, 1
burst into tears, quite overcome by this rev-
elation und feeling heartsick and forlorn in- |

“0Oh! sho now, don't ory honey,” said tke |
sable dame, kindly. “T7y's clean tuckered
out, I can see. Now jm come in de house
and rest a bit." |

Her kind words emcouraged me some- |
what, and [ arose and followed her into the
house. She lod me into the ample kitchen
where the floor shone with fcleanliness and
where the bright rows of tins gleamed In
the bun that sianted across the room. A
black girl was busy preserving some kind of

| and here Ip

| me to consclousness,

| stockings, and st

fruit over the stove and a large Newfound-
land dog lay stretched before the fire,
“Pinah,” said the old woman nddressing
the grel, “dis pare chile is done lost her way
an' is clean tuckered out. Bhe's gwino to
Baltimore, but I twle her she's on tho wrong
trackyit's clean twenty miles there, hain’t
it! Yo take off your bonnot and rest here,
chile,” pointing to a settee in the corner.
Idid so, but, though I only intended to
rest a few moments, sleop overpowered ms
and I knew nothing more until I was awak-
encd by voices near me and sprang up Lo

don @iat e e
“LAW BRESS YE; HONE].”

find the lamplight flluminating the great
kitchen and tofind that I had slept fog
hours,

The negroes laughed at my bewildered
looks, but Aunt Chloe said, kindly:

“Yo'is so tired, honey, we lowed ye'd
better sleep and rest hero till merning.  Ye
can stay well nuff."”

I was giud to accept their hospitality, for
I shuddered to think what might have be-

| fallen me had T fallen asleap on the lonely

roadside.

During the evening I learned that the
master and mistress were absent, and only
the threonegroes in charge of the housa
and plantation, which I judged to be a very
rich one from its appearance.

In the morning I again started onmy
way. Kind Aunt Chloe provided me with a
lanch and a multitude of directions, besides
many kind wishes, and Ileft the old creat-

| uro as I had found her busily sweeping the

walks.

Itook the road she deslgnated, but before
long I bogan to feel go tired and exhansted
I was forced to rest; yetall day T wiled on,

but, as 1 could see, T wis no nearcr the |

longed-for goal than before. 1 bem
feel that T had made s mistake in leaving
home, after all. It was better than  tramp-
ing acrosa the country halfl starved and
looked upon with suspicion by every one.
Toward evening 1 pessed many farm-
houses, but 1¢ t entor for fear of the
fierve dogs thut bar savagely inside the
yords. So, worn out, 2t length 1 sought a
clump of bushes growing by the roadside,
i the night. T slept soundly,
despite the wind saud the hard couch.
But in the morning 1 felt so stiff and lume I
could hardly rise, but [ made my way out,
and, going tou house, | procured a bite of

| breakfust, and then though searcely able to

crawl, I feebly pushed on, searce knowisg
where or what direction 1 wus tuling.
CHAPTER VIIIL

To add to my discomfort at neon a dris
gling ruin began o fall, and soon the wind
blew flercely. So severe, indeed, became
the storm I was forced to seck shelterina
wood where] rémained the afternoon and
might, wet, shivering and nearly perishing
with cold and hunger. The storm cleared,
however, in the night, and the sunrose
bright and clear in the morning.  [dragged
myself out of the thicket where I had lain,
and by great diffieulty gained the high road,
but I found I could nolonger coutinue my
journecy. My limbs ached; us did my head,
while ene moment I was chilied to the bone,
the next burning with fever, Lights danced
before my eves, and I grew so faint and
giddy I could scarcely stand. Slowly creep-
ing along thus I determined lo stop uta
peat white house by the road, and accord-
ingly opening the guto I crept slowly up
Lthe walk.

A sweet-faced lady wus briskiy opening
the shutters us I came In.  But she paused
und uttered an exclumation whon she saw
me, and no wonder, for o wore pitinble lgok
ing object ecould hardly have met your eyes
than I was at that moment.

My clothes were wet and splashed with
mud; my hat hung lmp over my disheveled
hair, and my shoes were in tatters, Buw
my failing strength made mo regurdless ol
iooks. Iwent to the window. Itried totel
the woman that I was weak, starving aoc
ill, but my words mixed themselves uping
strange, confused mmouner. A mist came
before my eyes, und I remembered nothing

| more till I awoke lyving on = lounge ins

plensant room with the kind face I had seen
atthe window bending over me, while she

| bathed my hewd, rubbed my benumbec

hands and strove in every way to arouse
When I had in @
measurs recoversd, she removed my outer
garments, took off my souked shoes and
wthed out my tanglec
hair, her soft, geatle touch soothing some-
whist the burning pain in my bead. She
asked me no questions; she merely accept
ed my situation as o matter of course, and

! §f I had aroused her curiosity she did not ex-

press it

She then brought me & cup of tesand a
bit of toust, which she urged me to eat; but,
while I drack tho tea, T could not touch the

toast, though I made several ineffectual at-
| tempts to do so, wishing to gratify my kind

benefactor.

“Never mind eating it, child,” she said,
secing v attempts. “If vou do not feel
like eating you had better not.” And 1 saw
tears in her soft blue eyes 4s she spoke.

She then conducted me 10 a room, dis-
robed me gently as a mother might, and
tucked me in the softest of beds and drew
the curtains to shut out the light from my
wching eves, und I soon fell into o troubled
sleep. 1 remember awaking once, but after
this came a loog blank, or rather o dull con-
fused dream, in which in imagination I
traveled hundreds of miles, ever wiling on
over stony roads and up stéepand dizzy
heights, or elsa I scrambled through dense
thickets, or was lost in the labyrinth of deep
forests, or 1 walked by cool streams and
bubbling fountains, but not one drop could
1 obtain to quench my burning thirst, and
ever before me was the face of Irma Bar-
rett. 1saw the gleam of her golden hair
and the glint of her blue eyes wherover I
turned.

But these were dreams only, fever dreams
that worried my brain, while the fever that
coursed through my frume burnped unceas-
ingly until, compelled to die out for want of
fuel, it left me weak as an infant. But, st-
tended as I was by a skilled physician, snd
watched over by Mrs. Kont (for that, 1
found, was her name), with the utmost
solicitude, I soon began to grow better.

It had been November when I fell ill, but
it was mid-winter when, wrapped in shawls,
Icrept to the window for the first time and
gazed out on the leafless trees and brown,
swinging vinesin the garden. Butl was
glad 1o creep back aguin to the warm-cush-
funed chair by the firc where Mrs. Kent sat

1o have left so

| gard to the

busily knitting, and smiling st my sttempts
at walking. | e
Butl grew better

nble to lay aside invalid wrsps

Que day when Ihad grown quite strong,
Mrs. Kent gently asked me totell her my
story, for she felt sure, # i was
somocthing amiss or I { mot have been
in such o strait. ' Without auy hesitation I

frankly told her my entire Ristory so faras
1 knew it. Of my their antece-
dents of course I could say, but I left
nothing untold; even my attach-

ment to Mr. Dudley I revealed, and my trust
in his sssgstanco in helping to unravel the
mystery which I felt'sare surrounded me,
Then I told of his return, his cold words,
his seeming indifference, which broka my
heart, and made me resolve to no longer
be & dependent upon the bounty of others.
Mrs. Kent sat silent and thoughtful for
some time after my story. Ev-
idently she was striving in her own mind to
prrive at somo definite ‘conclusion in re-
, Byesliespoke at last,

nammﬂnc'
:‘a fie nek

5 at least, not until
you hoad seen and talked with this Mr, Dud-
ley,” she said, “But what isdoneis done,
and we can not change it. 1 do not know
this family, though 1 have heard of them;
but itislikely that Mrs, Clayton and this
Miss Armund are connected by somesecret,
but it might be and might not be for your
benefit todiscover it. However, 1 wish now
to tallc of yourself. We have been brought
together under very strange circumstances.
1 can not help thinking that some good will
arise from it. Now, Dorcas, I have & plan
to propose. 1 am alone with the exception
of Ann, the servant girl. 1 have no compan-
ion; my two children are both married and
living abroad; my husband, as [ once told
vou, died s few months since. Therefore,
Iam very lonely. I should dearly lovea
companion. I like you, Dorcas. You are
young and friendless, Will you accept a
home with me!"’

** Would I remain in paradise, if I could?”
Icricd, fulling down at her feet and laying
my head in her lap in a perfect trunsport of
joy and thankfolness, “Mrs. Kent, if I
eyver prove ungrateful for your kindness
may I be punished as 1 deserve. Surely there
is mo one as kind and good as yvou.”

Mrs. Kent smiled and stroked my hair
with her white, shapely hand. ** It is settled

guictly, gently as
“Well, my
you wou
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SIE PAUSED AND UTTERED AN EXCLAMA-

TION. "
ST &

then; you will remain with me,” she said,
and my assent was u joyful one.

That winter I classed among the happiest
of my life. We were so comfortable, 80
cozy, so entirely devoted 1o ench other, that
the days were never long or the evenings
tedious. We seldom went out except to
church, Mrs. Kent, I found, was a cultured
woman, and under her teachings I improved
rapdly.

CHAPTER IX.

I will not weary ths reader with a full ao
count of my life for the noxt two years. It
passed with very little of interest to the
outsider. At the end of this time I wosa
well grown gir! of seventeen, and though I
hud mixed very little in socjety 1 flattered
myscif I was in 8 measure free from that
awkwarduess so painfully common to girls
brought up in seclusion. 1 had during this
time heard occasionally from the Clayton's,
who still resided atv Caledon, as of old
Irma Buarrett wus not yet married, though
she had been o reigning belle for two sea-
sons, Her beauty and jmmense fortune
brought her hosts of admirers, but her vain
nuture would not yet allow her to be bound
by the chaing of betrothal or matrimony.
Oliver Dudley was still single also, though I
sometimes heard with a strong pang at my
heart, of his assidious attention to Irms
Barreti.

“What was it to me,” I asked myself
angrily, *whether he married the heiress or
pot!”

Surely he was nothing to me. Had he
not scorned the little beggarly dependant,
and did I not have eause for hating him for
such an ungruteful return for the devotion
to him I cherished! And I did hate him, I
cried, angered at my foolish heart, that
just as often gave proof of the falseness ol
this assertion.

It was the winter of my seventeenth yea
that Mrs. Kent received an urgent invita
tion from a friend in New York to visit her.
They had been old and dear friends, and
Mrs. Kent, though she did not lika the
idea of g gay winter in the metropolis, ye!
felt obliged to accept her friend’s invitation
for the sake of old times.

Having never yet caught even ¢
glimpse of the gay world, it is no wonder @
felt some delight, yet a great deal of
trepidation, at the thought of being =
visitor at one of tl= richest and most
fashionable mansions in the ecity. Mrs
Kent, huving no desire that I should appear
backward or illclad, provided me with un
ample wardrobe and spent much time in
instructing me in fashionable etiquette—to
all of which I listened with closest atten-
tion, determined that if possible my kind
patron should bave no cause o feel morti-
fied at my appearance.

“Dear child,” said Mrs. Kent, “how anx-
fous you are toimprove yourself inmy eyes;
though,” she added, “you are good enough
and polished enough already, for yon have
never ciused me a moment's discomfort
since you became my dear adopted daugh-
ter.’

And I felt that she had paid me the high-
est compliment I could have cared to
hear.

We finally found ourselves domiciled at
Mrs. Leiberg's splendid and hospitable
munsion. She, like my adopted mother,
was a widow with married sons and daugh-
ters. One son, however, resided with his
mother and his wife and their lovely chil-
dren were the pride of her heart.

We were warmly received, and 1
falt at home st once with the
whole family. I mnow for the first
time enjoyed tho society of young
people. I felt somewhat backward at first,
but this gradually wore off, and I was soun
able 1o ckat with comparative ease with my
new acquaintances. \_Taltwn&ﬁdmnm
musical soirees; we visited the art
fes, the museums, we rode in the park; we

pttended the theater and opera, in fact, in-
gulged in all those expensive luxuries and

sostly pleasures that gnly the ricn can &i-
lord.

We were one day driving in the park, my-
berg and the

seme-
thing strangely familiar. I leaned forward
to catch 8 closer glimpse, and as 1.did sothe
gentleman turned his head and I caught
sight of his face. 1could not be mistaken
—tha dark eyes, the soft curling hair
and shapely form were none other than
Oliver Dudley’s. I knew him instantiy,
and it only needed a glanee at the golden
hair of the beauty beside him to sscertain
that it was Irma Barrett.

Isank back with a quick, keen pain at my
heart; my hand clutching simlessly at my
rich sable muff, my cheeks growing
strangely pale, I knew, for kind Mra.
Leiberg at once enquired if I were iiL

“Oh! no; it is nothing,” "I answered,
calmly enough, wondering even at myself
that I could be so strongly moved at the
sight of this man, who was not, nor ever
could be, aught to me.

. T'went home fecling strangely dopressed.
1t was probable then that the Claytoas
were in the city. 1 had heard of their some-
times visiting here. 1 should be almost cer-
tain to meet them Lknew, and myheart beat
quickly at the thought, for I never could re-
gard them in any other lightthan my bit-
terest enemies.

Mrs. Kent met me in the parlor. “There
room, Dorrie.” she said, smiling.
how attractive Mr. Balfour (naming the
gentleman) finds our house of late’! she
added, archly. “And Colonel Baily called
also this morning. Heally, Dorrie, you are
getting to be quite a belle.”

I laughed lightly ather words, and ran
up to my room to remove my wraps before
going down to meet my friend. I fels
angry at myself that I could not feel more

young Balfour, whose admiration for me
had been a patent fact since our first meet-

more could I desire.
looked upon him with favor, and I felt
guilty when I remembegd how I had en-
couraged his attention when [ felt for him
only friendship, not love, not even the ghost
ol it

There was also Colonel Baily, another, in
every way, eligible suitor; except in the
matter of age, he being o number of years
my senior, though not old, by any means;
he was handsome and courtly, 4 very king
among men, some would have called him.
But I did not care for him,I said, perversely.
I should never fall in love; men were sll
alike to me, and why did they aonoy me
with their attentions.

“Now, if Oliver Dudley were Edgar

Balfour," I found myself saying, and then I !

stopped. *“Dorcas Lynn” I eried, mentally,
in a rage with myself, “for such foolish
thoughts I am ashamed of you; Surely you
have lost much of your boasted pride to
lament a man you never knew, beside, one
whois engaged to another;"" and thussilence-
ing my heart I went down determined to be
very kind to Mr, Balfour in future and to
permit no thought of Oliver Dudley to
stand between me and the duty T owed Mrs.
Kent, who, I knew, regarded Edgar Balfour
as a most eligible young man. I think I
must have succeeded very well in my at-
tempt to appear agreeable, for Mr. Balfour
not only paid me several rather extravagunt
compliments, but several times I barely
avoided receiving from him a direct offer of
his heart and hand by judiciously turning
conversation intoanothor chdunel

The next day as wus our custom, wadrova

but alone this time, and I could but remark
how pale and worn he looked, like a person
hard worked or ill in body or mind. We
passed him twice snd at the last time he
raised his cyes and gave me a direct lock
that made me start; but he evidently did
not recognize me, for his eyes did not linger,
only turned carelessly, almost mournfully,
uway 83 he passed on, leaving moe flushed
and troubled and disturbed.

The next day I went again; in vain did I
resolve not to go near the park again: the
temptation was too great, and thuat after-
noon found us again among the crowd of
gay aristocrats that daily flock there. But
to-day I'was disappointed ; though I strained
my eyes in all directions for a fight of that
well-known form, I was not rewarded. Mrs,
Leiberg softly inquired if Iwere looking
for any ona in puarticular. “If it is for
Colonel Bailey, there he is,” she said, laugh-
ing, while I shraunk back in the carriage
feeling ashamed of myself, yet devoutly
wishing the Colonel were at the antipodes.

to do so, for the Colonel sccompanied us

tertainment at the house of a friend.
1t was one o'clock before I was at liberty

the changed appearance of Oliver Dudley,
for to keep him from my thoughts was an

gleaming embers of the fire; I heard his
voice in the moaning wind; whutever woy
I turned I was confronted by the same
form, and I fell asleep to dream strange,
troubled dreams, in which the center figure
was always Oliver Dudley.

I awoke in the morning strangely de-
pressed and unhappy. I wandered aimless-
ly about until evening, when we went, as

OF THE FIRE.

nsnal, fora drive, but this time I dared
not let my eyes search the crowd as yester-
day, for I saw that Mrs. Leiberg was watch-
ing me closely.

But suddenly we came to & standstill;
there was a crush of carriages ahead, and
for some moments we were unable to go
on. It was during this delay I suddenly
heard an exclamation, and, turning my
head toward the side from whence it came,
1 encountered the gaze of one who, for
mement, held me spell-bound with terror
and amazement. Surely I remembered the
hard, ugly face, the keen, gray eyes, the
scant, white hair. It was, it could be no
other than Miss Armund, who stood gazing
at me, evidently lost in astonishment at
seeing me, for I saw at once that she recog-
nized me, and I felt, a5 I always had, a sort
of fear of her, and now I turned pale,
actually shivering with terror, as I saw
she was about to alight What did II

mean to do!

isa gentleman to see youin the drawing- |
“Strange |

than o passing interest in this handsome |

ing. He was rich, young, handsome—what |
My friends, too, all |

in the park, and sgain I saw Oliver Dudley, |

But I could not mope, though much incilmed |

home and then attended vs to a musical en- |
to seek my own room and there muse over |

utter impossibility. I saw his face in the |

BUL JUSt &% ThAS instant our
wyed at the delay and
:leared at last, gave our
with the whip and we were whirled away,
ieaving Mise Armund, who had alighted,
looking after us with a vacant stare.

Mrs. Leiberg was too well bred to ask
guestions, but I saw that she had noted the
whole occurrence and was full of conjecture
as to who the strange-looking woman could
bave been who had evidently recognized me
stsight. But I did not enlighten her. 1

5

it best to say nothing in regard to my pa-
rentage, though she as well as myself
would have scorned to have told a falsehood

concerning it. Weats Urely kept silent,
therohg- et oomm M g rourselves to-olivr
frienda.

Qur drive home was silent and depressed
—evidently Mrs. Leiberg expected an ex-
! planation, and was somewhat angry because
itdid not come. And I was embarrassed
and vexed that I could not giveit, and so we
arrived home and betock curselves to our
respective tasks, each feeling hurt at the
other, yet without cause.
| How it would have ended I kmow not.
| Whether I should have confessed to Mirs.
| Leiberg the strange circumstances that sur-

rounded my intimacy with Miss Armund, or

whether I shonld have preserved a sullen

and discreet silence on the subject, I can
| notsay. But fate had arranged a different
explanation for all these petty difficulties,
one of which we never dreamed.

We had arranged to attend the opera that
evening; yet 1 little thought what a strange
| chain of events were being forged for me,
as I finished my toilet, and posed an unnec-
essary length of time before the cheval
glass, viewing the effect of a new costume
of cherry and cream satin whose lustrous
folds glistened in the gas light of the pretty
room where Istood. A vain and thought-
less girl after all my hard lessons of pover-
ty and seclusion, I often found myself won-
dering that I could be so happy, I, who had
once seemed only born for a drudge or to
be a perpetuul nuisance ever in somebody's
way.

1 sat down idly after dressing, and it be-
ing early, I tookupa paper and began to
read it carelessly at first, but finally s name
struck my eye that made me at once won-
derfully interested—it was the name of
Irving Barrett. For years I had scarcely
thought of the boy, for however his sister
might interest me in regard to her friend-
ship with Oliver Dudley, I had never a
thought in common with her brothers.
But imagine my surprise and horror at
finding his name at the head of the criminal
calendar, accused of stabbing a fellow stu-
dent fatally while engaged in & drunken
carouse. He had fought the officers, so the
paper stated, like a wild beast, but had
finally been overpowered and lodged in jail,
where he now lay awaiting trial
| I read the sccount over twice before 1
fairly comprehended that Irving Barrett
wus an sccused murderer, and very likely
to suffer the full penalty of the law, as pub-
lic opinion scemed much againsthim, Iwas
shocked aud grieved at this, for, though
Irving had ever been my encmy, and his
proud sister had scorned me as she woulda
leper, I could not but feel this must be a
terrible blow to her and her haughty mother,
And Bertie, dear, brave, manly little Bertie,
| how this keen disgrace would wound him!
i My heart ached for him.

But my meditations were brought toa
’ close by the entrance of the servant with
word that all were ready and waiting for
me. I haatily donned my cloak and hat and
descended, cxpecting to find my escort, Mr.
Balfour, waiting for me; but, instead, a
note had beéen sent saying he huad just re-
ceived o telegram from home announcing
the dangerous illness of his father and ask-
ing his immediato return; so Imust excuse
Irim from attending, though to forego this
pleasure, he said, was a disappointment—
vet duty to his father came first. And
then ho had hostily scribbled a good-bye
and astrict injunction not to forget him,
though in the exciting scenes that followed
it is doubuul if = thought of him ever
crossed my mind.

The opera-heuse waus filled to overflow-
ing. The elite of the whole city werethere,
itscemed, and I gazed over the hrilliant
scene where the bright flashes of diamonds,
the soft glow of silks and sating, waving
plumes, bright faces and lovely forms,
seemed to give it the likeness of fairy land,
with a strange dreamy restfulness, as if all
care and suffering welw lifted for a little
whila from my keart. 1t was the lull be
fore the storm, it seemed ¢q me afterwards,

With a erash the music broke forth, and
all eyes were turned instantiy to the stage,
for a new star was to sing, and the music-
loving world was on the guiwire. The first
part was over; there wasa lull, and then
the curtain, slowly rising, revealed Madam
I—~—, the celebrated singer whose beauty
and ic a world applauded, standing be-
fore us. To the day of my death I shall
never forget that scene, The beautiful
woman in her silken robe glittering with
jewels, the gay bright company who foi-
lowed her every move, are figures that are
stamped on my memory in characters never
to be obliteratal. The band played softly
a lovely prelude, sweet and soft as the
breezes on banks of violets, and then Mad-
am L—— began to sing. Blow, soft and
sweet her voice rose, filling the whole vast
room, when suddeniy there was a flutter, a
murmur on &ad near the stage; it grew in
strongth, the singer paused, then went on,
but in an instant & man sprang on the stage
screaming fire at the top of his vaoice.

For an instant the crowd wavered; &
single tongue of flame like an evil eye darted
sat from a screen; that decided them. With
& wild cry the people were on their feet in
an instant; the next a rush, a jam, & furious
battle for life and escape, and the scene
beggars deseription. It would be quite im-
possible to describe the horrors of that hour.
The building was really in flames before the
| srowd had half escaped from it.
| Istood for some time where I hod first

risen, utterly dumb with horror and fright.
| [knew mot what todo. My friends, mad

with terror like all the rest, flung them-
selves into the surging mass and fought like
| demons to gain a foot toward the grest en-
trance doors that stood so invitinglyly open,
but blocked by the fighting, seething crowd.
| [ saw Mr. Leibérg with his young wife
! clinging to him, push madly on, leaving me
to my fate. But I remember even then
thinking how fortunate it was that the elder

Mrs. Leiberg and Mrs. Kent had remained
| at home.

Just at that instant I found myself sud-
denly lifted by a strong hand and borne rap-
lly toward the stage, whare a side entrance
| was for the convenience of the
| performers. It was from the stage the

fire had caught, consequently it wus

here the fire burned hottest, but my
| proserver, who ever it was, made straight
. for the side entrance, but flumes barred
| the way. My God! two late! too latel”
jhu gasped, but at that instant some-

cne cried: “Tothe cther side]l Thereis a
window there- fling her out there—bettar

desth on the stones to be roasted allve here!”*
TO BE CONTINUED.
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ONE LESSON HOUR.

BY LILLIAN GEEY.

Miss Elliott’s <iass in Sabbath
school was composed of six bright
boys. It had the name of being
the most orderly class of boys in
the school; but Miss Elliott was
considered by the other teachers
as being very peculiar in her
methods. She did not adhere to the
text of the lesson, but allowed her
boys to wander far away from it,
to ask (nestions themselves and to
express their opinions freely; and
in spite of outside comments, the
boys were pleased and profited as
well.  They might very likely for-
get how many miles it is from
Jerusalem to Jericho, but they
did not forget that the act of the
good Samaritan was Christ-like;
ard that each one might find oe-
casion to render loving sarviee to
some one in need. The
boys might forget how many years
Saul reigned over the children of
Israel, but they could not forget
David's forbearance when his ene-
my was in his power.

One Sunday the lesson was the
advancement of Joseph to be ral-
er of all Egypt, excapt the throne
itself; and very naturally the talk
drifted to the subject of kingly
power. -

“It's the grandest thing in tha
world to be a king, I think!” said
Yiector the oldest boy.

“Yes, it is a grand position, said
the tencher.

“And next best is tobe the son
of a king.

“Well, youcan be the sonofa
king, Victor. All;the followers of
Christ are sons and danghters of
the great King, you know.”

“I was'nt thinking of just that
Miss Elliott.”

“Perhaps not; and yet it is a
good thought to carry with yon.
Suppose we all try and keep that
in mind the coming week, and see
if it does not help us to become
worthy of their high station, and
all their edueation tends to fit
them for it.

“My father says kings are the
most unhappy folksin the world,"”
said another boy.

Very likely; they are weighted
with eare and responsibility, and
fettered with forms and ceremo-
ny more than any one else; and
some rulers are intensely hated
What real comfort do you suppose
the Czar of Rlussia enjoys, with
his very life in peril?”

“But Miss Elliot, the life of a
prinze must be glorions before he
comes to all those cares and re.
sponsibilities,” said Victor.

Eyen they are very strietly
gnarded and trained in most cas-
es. The Prince Imperial of
France was an exception, but
think of his fate; he would have
been safer in a home like yours,
Vietor.”

“Safe perhaps,
dull sometimes.

“Better dull than dead—slain in
the pride of his youth. But yon
were rightly named Vietor; you
long for something to conguer-for
power, and to be a ruling spirit,
and it is not wrong either, God
gave it to some, tuey are born to
command, but all the more need
that they themselves he subject to
His orders. Just now the things
that you are to become conguer-
ers over, are your lessons, vour
tempers, and your temptations.
You are huilding founda‘ions for
the future, and J almost tremble
to think how soon vou will be men.
How I wonder just what yon will
be twenty years from now!"”

“I should like to be the general
of a great army,” said he, with his
dark eyes flashing. “I wasat West
Point last Summer, and it was
wonderful to see all those men
obeying the words and motions of
one man. Oh, I should like that!

Greater is he that ruleth his
spirit than he that taketh a eity,”
said Miss Elliott softly.

*What does that exaetly mean?”
asked Robbie.

“Just: Last Sunday you remem-
ber the boy in the seat back of
you stuck & pin in your shoulder;
your face flushed and your eyes
flashed for a second, and then yon
turned and said gently, ‘Please
don’t do that again!”  You ruled
your spirit, and I called youn
hero.”

Robbie's face was radiant, and
the boys understood.

“What a short hour!” said they
as the bell rang. A short hour
indeed; and yet in a class not far
away the boys had got through
the lesson, had time to eompare
knives, exchange marbles, and
plan a fishing execursion, while
Joseph and his story was already a
dream.

“Good-bye, my princes!” sald
Miss Eliott, as they pessed out.
“] expect ench of yon to report
victories at onr next meeting.”

The boys did not promise her,
but “we will!” was registered iu
their hearts.

but dreadiul
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