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TIX - (Continued.) I
"H'm!" remarked Darbara, with an-
ather sniff, “perhaps not. Dut for all
that, Miss Dorothy— Ma'am, [ should
ay—David Stevensgon wiz o menn boy,
and 1 nover conld abide meanness In
man, woman 2o child.”

“He was most  generous to mo,'” |
sald Dorothy, with a =igh. [

“Yer, to gerve Nis own ends,” sald
Harbara sharply. “You may take such
wenerosity as that for me. Not that 1
waa speaking of ' at mn'am, for |
wasn't, but of the time when David
wiag a boy—a horrld boy, who thought
nothing of stealing the heat apples and
lotting another take the blnme of 1t.”

“Oh, Barbara' Barbara!”™ eried Do-
rothy, "vou've got hold of a wrong
atory. Why, 1 know that once when
David stole some of auntie’'s apples,
and young Tom Merriman got the|
ame, David ecame and told auntie
himself.”

“Yes; and for why?" demanded Bar- |
bara, with uncompromising sternness.
“Because 1 happened to have canght )
the young limb at it and collared him
hefore he could get away. ‘You are |
atealing Mrs. Dimsdale’s apples, David
Stevenson,’ 1 sald, laying hold of him
suddenlike; ‘and you stole them other
apples that Tom Merriman has been
siacked for.,' ‘And what's that to you,
vou old sneak? he asked.

you'll go straight up to the houge and

vou'll tell Miss wimsadale that it w:ml
|

you stole the apples last week, and
then you'll go and ask Tom Merri-
man's pardon for having let him llﬂI
under your fault,” *That | shun't,’ says
be, *Then,’ says I, 'I just walks you
right off to Miss Dimsdale, and she'll
gep you with your pockets full, red-
handed as you are. No', says L 'It's no
usge to struggle, I've got you safe hy
the arms, and so [ mean to keep you,
whether you like it or not, And if
ance Miss Dimsdale knows the truth,
do you know what she'll do, David
Stevenson? says I. ‘No,' says he,
sulkily, 'What?" 'She'll never stop to
think that you're David Stevenson of
Holroyd," 1 says, ‘but she'll just hand
you over to the constable at once, and
[ don't think, my young gentleman,' 1
adds, 'that Tom Merriman having got
the sack to fill your inside with ill-

gotten goods, ‘Il help you with the
bench in the very least'"
“Well, so I suppose he gave in"

sald Dorothy.

"Well, of course, he had to," return-
el Barbara, with practical plainness;
“but all the same, he never forguve me
for having been the one to get the bet-
ter of him, and never forgot it, not to
the very last day we were at the hall.
Ah! Misg Dorothy, darling, If you had
thought proper to marry David Steven-
son, you would have had to do with-
out me. He never would have had me
about him, and I wouldn't have taken
service under his roof—no, nol to save
mygelf from ending my days in the
workhouse."

“Barbara, Barbara,” cried Dorothy
chidingily, “not for me?"

“Well, if you had put it in that way,
Miss Dorothy, you might have got over
me,"” the old woman answered,

But stay! I think I ought to say
here that although I have called her
old in many parts of this story, Bar-
bara was not, and could not reason-
ably be called an old woman in the
common acceptation of the word, She
was a year or 80 over (ifty, and a very
dtrong, hale woman at that, and at this
time to Dorothy she was a very rock
and tower of strength.

Well, by virtue of the letter from Eg-
ther Brand o " in the joy anid expecta-
tion of her coming, Dorothy passed
that day with quite a light heart, and
even sat down to the little plano and
aang one or two of the songs that Dick
Itked best. And then she went to hed
and slept, leaving the door open be-
tween her room and Barbara's for com-
pany, and she dreamed, as she always
did, about Dick,

Nor was it a pleasant dream. S8he
saw Dick on board of a large steamer,
wearing white clothes and a sailor hat,
looking very bronzed and happy. He
was leaning over the slde of the ship,
with a cigarette In his mouth, just as
she had seen him many a time, and
by his side there stood a beautiful lady
—not a girl like Dorothy herself, but
a beautiful woman of about thirty
years old, such as Dorothy fancied her
old friend at home, Lady Jane Sturt,
might have been at that age. They
seemed to be talking earnestly togeth-
er, and after a time—such a long time
it geemed in her dream—Dick took one
of the lady's hands and ralsed it to his
1ips; then she laughed and sald some-
thing. and Dick caught her to him and
kiggsed her on the lips. Immediately
afterward, while Dorothy, with frozen
lips, was gazing at them, Dick turned
his head and looked her full In the eyes
with the glance of an utter stranger,

CHAPTER XX,

ITH a shriek Do-
rothy awoke — the
gun was streaming
in at the sldes of
the window-blinds,
and Barbara was
~. Just coming
et through the door-
. - "~ way with a little

T g

~~"_~" tray bearlng Doro-

P A
= .~ thy's early cup of
I, T tea.
{ "Smd 1 scream, Barbara?’ Dorothy
gasped.

T OdT OF

‘Sneak or
no sneak,' said 1, ‘vou'll turn out your | with you, ma'am, or will you go alone?"
pockets to me, my fine gentleman; and |
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"A bt of a ery. What alled you,
ma'am?" Barbarn asked, |
“Oh! T was so  frightened -1 had

such a horrld dream about the master. |
I thought- {

But Dorothy did not complete the |
sentence, for Barbara pnf out her hand
with a horeified look. “Nay, now, M=
Dorothy, don't tell it, Whatever yo®
do, don't tell me."

“But why?" ervied
eyed,

“"You sheuld never tell a dream bhe- |
fore noon, Misz Dorothy," returned
Barbara, portentously.

"Oh!" exclnimed Dorothy, “isn't it |
Ieky?™  She knew thar Barbara wis |
n great bellever in luek, and signs anl
Omens,

“IUs fatal” answereldl Barbara  sol- |
emuly, whereat Dorothy  burst  out
langhing, and the worst feelings of
dread with which she had awakenod
passed away,

“I think,” rhe sald after breakfast
when Barbarn was clenring the tahle
“that I shall put on my hat and go up
to the High strect--1 cannot finish
this until 1 get some more lace;” then
ghe held It up and showed it off to |
Barbara, “Ten’t It sweet?' she ox-
clalmed with Intense satizfaction.

“It's lovely,"” returned Barbara, who
was overjoyed at the prospect of @
baby, “Then do yon wish me to go

Dorothy, open-

“Do yon want to go?" Dorothy ask-
e,

“Well, ma'am, to be honest, 1 don't,
I want to turn out the room for Miss
Esther,  You gee, she may come near-
Iv a8 fast as her letter, und T shonldn't
ltke to put her into a dirty room.”

“It can’t be dirty, HBarbara,” cried
Dorothy, laughing, “because nobody
has ever slept In it

“Well, ma'am.” Barbara retorted, “1
ean’t say that 1 know a dirtier person
than Mr. Nobody-—on the whole”

Dorothy laughed, *“Well, then you
evidently have a lot to do, and T would
Just as soon go alone. So 1 will go
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YOU STARTLED ME,
soon, befare 1 get tired or the day gets
hot:" for although September was half
over, the weather just then was most
sultry and trying to those not In the
best of health,

She was soon ready, and went into
the cosey little kitehen to ask Barbara
if there was anything =he wanted, bhut
ghe did not happen to want anything
at all,

“Do 1 look all right?” Darothy ask-
ed, turning hersell about,

“Yesu, you look very sweet this morn-
Ing, Miss Dorothy."” sald Darbara. *I
wish the master ceuld see you this
minute,”

“80 do 1, echoed Dorothy promptly.,
“Well, he will sec me soon enough,
soon enough, Good-by, Barbara."

Barbara followed her to the door and
watched her out Into the street, and
truly, as she had sald, her young mis-
tregs was looking very bonny that day,
On her falr halr, loosely arranged, yot
not untidy-looking, she had a small
straw bonnet trimmed with ribbon and
a cluster of glolre de Dijon roses,
Over her pretty blue cotton gown she
wore a long dust-cloak of some thin
and light-toned material. She also wore
tan-colored shoes and Suede gloves of
about the same tone, and she carried
i large white cotton parasol to shield
her from the sun,

It was a very slmple and cheap tol-
lette, but it waa fresh and dalnty-look-
Ing, and Dorothy looked bright and
lovable and a little Jady from the
crown of her bonnet to the tips of her
ghoes; Indeed, more than one person
thought so as she passed up the street;
and the old General, who was out for
his usual morning trot, stopped in his
walk, and, wheeling round, stood to
look after her till she had turned the
corner and was out of sight, when he
went on with his self-imposed sentry
go, wishing with all his heart he was
forty years younger,

Meantime Dorothy went serenely on
her way, reached the shop for which
she was bound, and there made her
purchases, all small enough for her to
bring them away in a neat little parcel
in her unoccupled hand. And then,
Just as she stepped off the doorstep of
the shop on to the pavement, she sud-
denly found hergelf face to face with
Davld,

If it had been possible she would
have retreated back into the shop; but
it was too late for that, David Stev-
enson had already uttered an exclama-
tion of surprise, and wns gtandiog
close in front of her, holding out both
his hands to her,

| want to get rid of me, eh?"

| her through, and to know in @ moment

| block on the pavement of the always

Now, If “e=ss was one person In all

]

the wide world whom Dorothy would
rather not have seén Just then, that
person was David Stevenson, 1 think
she looked all the dismay which she
felt, and that she felt all and perhaps
more than the dismay which she look-
[N

“Oh! {s that you?" she gasped,

David let his hands, with their glad
weltome, drop ingtantly,

“You're not very glad to see me, Do-
rothy,” he sald, in quiet, but bitter re-
proach,

“l-—that is, you startled me,'"” she res
plied, In a wild endeavor to put off any
questions he might think proper to
usk her,

“Kvidently,” he sald, drvly, “and you

“Oh, not at all,” biting her lp and
wighing that she could sink into the
ground, or disge'se into thin alr, uny-
where ont of the way of his hard and
stecly-blue eyes, which seemed to look

ull the secrets of her Mife,

“No?  Ah, that Is better, Then,
since you don't want to get rld of me
all In o hurry, perhaps you will let me
wilk o little way with yon, May 17"

“Oh, yes, certalnly.” sald Dorothy,
giving herself up for lost nt once,

“Do you live near here?’ he asked,

At that moment there wias a slight

busy street, and Just as David spoke
DPorothy  perceived that the sweels
faced lndy who lived on the floor above
her was also blocked, and stood for a
moment or so face to face with her,

Undonbtedly she had heard David's
question just as Dorothy had done,
and undoubtedly Dorothy had never

seen her eyes so cold or her lips so
angterely ghut before, In her distress
and annoyance at being thus appar-
ently caught, Dorothy blushed a vivid,
gullty erimson-—a fact upon which the
swoet-faced lady put the usual con-
gtruction to which all highly moral per-
#Ong &cem to jJump at once in a4 mo-
ment of doubt—that is, the very worst
possible one.

“C'an you give me no news from
home, then?' Dorothy asked, in a des-
perate volee, ralsed far above her usu-
nl tones,

David looked down at her in sur-
prise—an Involuntary action which
wns not lost upon the lady, who was
still unable to pass on.

“Noews?' he repeated.  “"Why, of
course 1 ean, [ have so much news to
tell you that 1 hardly know where to
begin. Let me see—Lady Jane I8
back, of course.”

Dorothy turned her head In time to
see that the lady had passed on and
wing out of ear shot before David had
begun his news.

THE RED CLOL'D

There, just like David's stupidity, to
be too lute, Why, she wondered, ir-
ritably, could he not have happened to
say something which would have let
that woman upstairs know that they
had known each other all their lives?
But no, David had always blundered
whenever and wherever gshe was con-
cerned, and she supposed that he al-
ways would,
pews was gone, lost In the depths of
her annoyance, but ghe listened pa-
tiently till he had exhausted that tople,
till she had heard who was married
and who was dead, of a fire In such a
one’s rick-yard, and of a barn beloug-

ing to another which had been struck Miss

by lightning.

Then he told her how he had im-
proved the Hall—her perfect old home,
which In her mind needed improve-
ment of no kind—how he had put a
smart, capable gardener in to bring
the place Into real good condition——-

“*And old Isaac?"” sald Dorothy,flerce-
1y,
*Oh, he ia still about—I shouldn't
turn any old servant of yours off, you
know, There are plenty of odd jobs
for him about the place.”

“What sort of odd jobs?" demanded
Dorothy.

(To be Continued.)

WORSHIP OF GOD.

Bristol Gilves Nome Timely Iints
.
Well Worth Cherishing.
The Rev, C. G, Bristol of Hartford,

Rov.

Her Interest In the home |

Conn,, snys in his anniversary sermon:
“Let me remind vou that among all
the definitions and conceptions of wor- |
ship and the house of God, ouras is|
one that has from the earllest time
leaned toward the more strieg and con- |
servative view. With us the church
is not a concert hall nor a lecture
room. We belleve as firmly as others
in intellectual training and In hours of
amusement, but they must have thelr
rightful place, and that 8 not the
church, The church Is for the worship
of God, with those branches that just-
ly concern the upbuilding of the spir-
itual life and the extension of the
kingdom of God. Within the wal's of
the church you etand upon a hallowed
spot, consecrated-—made holy—for the
worship of God. As Jehova spake to
Moses, so he speaks to us here, ‘Take
off thy shoes from thy feet, for the
place whereup thou standest is holy
ground, * * * A gensitive nature,
a nature trained In the ways of cul-
ture, will always have respect for and
be reverent in the house of God during
the hours set apart for public worship.
A nature that Is not so sensitive nm
80 trained in the arts of true manhood
and womanhood will not be reverent
here, nor elsewhere conslderate of the
feclings of others. It Is therefore at
other hours In God's house that I ask
you to maintain the attitude of rever-
ence. When for any purpose you are
brought here, whether the first day or
the fourth; whether for work or wor-
ship, let us not forget it is God's house,
and do all things as in His presence

CHIEF.

Easter Lilles Fading.
See!' those Easter Hlles 1aid
On the cross bhegin to fade,
If the one who bore them hither
Had u faith that will not wither;
IT hie hath within his bosom
Love to God and man in blosscm,
Tho' his dearest hopes decay,
Health and riches pass nway,
Vnsven crosses he can dress
And give life Easter cheerfulness,

Fleteher Bates.

*Young ladies,” began Miss Sanders.

Several of the younger girls always
giggled when their Sunday school
tencher began that way, Partly be-
cause the humor of being called
“young ladies” struck them; partly be-
cause they were pleased by the com-
pliment; partly because they were
young and couldn't help It.

Miss Sanders went on to explain to
the "young ladles" that the church
would be decorated next Saturday for
the Easter celebration, and that If each
pupll brought a pot of lllles the clasa
would be well represented.

“l have a lovely pot of Llles at
home, Misa Sanders,” sald Esther
Shaw, eagerly, when the class was dls-
missed. *“It has six lilles on It, and it
is so tall—taller than any In the flor-

“That Is very nlce, Eather," smiled
Sanders. “Bring it early, If it ls
s0 pretty you shall have a good place
for it.”

Esther went home with springing
feet. She had watched and tended that
lly 8o carefully all winter, How glnd
she was now! Mr, Leamer, the florist,
had none prettler than that. It would
be the tallest there, Mrs, Shaw had al-
wayas encouraged Esther in her love
for flowers. It seemed as If tho little
girl was to be rewarded for her work.

The next morning Esther had an er-
rand to do befora school,

“l ean't walt,” she sald, hastily,
when two of the girls stopped to ask
about the church decorations. “Yes,
my Iy is splendid! ['ll tell you at re-
cess!"”

She knocked at Mra. Morgan's door
—up one flight, back—and opened [t,
gearcely walting for a “Come in."

“I'm In such a bhurey, Mrs. Morgan,”
ghe began, “but mother wants to know
If you can’t let her have the aprons to-
day "

Mrs. Morgan, a thin woman In black,
rose from the bed buside which she was
sitting.

“1'm sorry, Miga Esther,” ghe sald.
“l wanted to let your mother have

them, but Freddy's been sick agaln,
and they're not done yet”

A wasled-looking boy lay cn the bed
with a erutch beside him.

His blg,

BHE TALKED IT OVER WITH
MOTHER,

and for His glory, Enter it not until ish-look! .
you have left at the door all worldly :::::.' ooking eyes made Esther

thoughts and commonplace conversa-
tions; be content to separate yourselves |

*“Is he very slck, Mrs. Morgan?"
“No worse than he has been before,™

from human companionships for the replied the woman, turning away. “But
moment, and be glad to walk with he wants to be amused and have things

God,™

|to look at, and I can't always sew."

Esther had two or three pinks in her
hand, Notlelng that the Hitle boy
looked at them ecagerly, the kKind heart-
ol chilld appronchod the bed,

“WIHI you have them, Freddy?"

The slck boy reachsd out his haud
quietly, without speaking, and Esther
lald the flowers In 1t

“Thank you, Mlss Esther,”
mother, gratefully., “He always loved
flowers so, But flowers cost somethilng
at this time of year™

Like a flash a thought darted through
Esther's brain- my Hies!

"o may have those,” she angwered,
hastily. I meant them for the teacher,
but she alwuays has lots, It doesn't
matter!”

She ran down the stalrs, scarcely
hearlng  Mrs. Morgan's “Tell your
mother T will finish the work by to-
morrow,"

Bhe walked rapidly down the street,
trylng to push out the litle thought
which came again and again as fast us
she rejecied t:

“To glve Preddy my 1ily? Not to take
It to the church! Oh, 1 -couldu't do
that!”

There was little time for talk. School
was beginning, At recess, when (he
glrls talked over thelr plans for flows
ers, Esther ran away to play a llvely
game, She wanted neither to talk nov
think. When ghe was alone that night
her one thought was: “No, 1 can't do
it! 1 cannot!”

“Mother, do you think Freddy 1s very
slck?" she asked the next day.

“I don’t suppose he will ever be per-
fectly well again,” answered Mrs.
Shaw, “"Why?"

“His mother says he likes things—
flowers"—began Esther slowly,

“1 don't suppose she can give him
much beyond bread and butter,

suld the

WOULD YOU LIKE THIS?
may take him some Jelly today, If you
like, Esther!"

The little boy still lay upon the bed
when Esther came In with the jelly.
The pinks stood in o cup beslde Wis
hand,

“I believe those flowers did him
more good than anything yet, Miss"
sald Mrs. Morgan, who sat sewing near
the window, “He always was that
fond of flowers! 1t was good of you
to think of glving them to him."” Es-
ther gighed, “Conld I do 17" she
thought. She watched the boy take a
spoonful of the jelly and lle buack agaln
lunguidly,

“Is he very slck, Mrs. Morgan?" she
asked again,

“Oh, he'll be all right when he can
run out and sece the roses and the 1llles
and the dalsies.”

His mother came and shook up his
pillow, and then she moved the flowers
a little nearer and took the jelly away.

Esther walked home with the gues-
tlen unanswered in her heart, Then
she stood before the lily and consld-
ered It,

“I suppose Freddy would think It
was beautiful, and it would keep in
bloom @ long time If his mother wa-
tered It. And I know he's pretty sick,
and I guppose 1 really ought to be glad
to give It to him, If I can. But—oh,
dear, it would be the tallest one, and
prettler than any oue's, and I dld
want to put it with the other girls'!"

After all, It wasn't an easy prollem
for a little girl to solve, It seemod
pretly big to Esther. The llly got a
little salt water that afternoon. By
and by Mrs. Shaw, coming In, found
Esther still staring at the lily, with
red cheeks and suspiciously bright
oy es.

“What s it, little girl?"

So she told her mother all about |t,
and somehow the quention seemed to
cleur as she talked It out.

““But yet If did geem right to take it
to the chureh,” she sald, In & slightly
puzzled tone,

“Well, you see, Essle, that depends!

—

Perhaps It wasn't so much taking It to
church that you liked as the fact that
It was a bigger Uy than the others.”

Esather's cheeka flushed,

“You see, g'rile, the lowers In echureh
mean something more than just a love-
Iy Hower growing out of the dark
carth.  They mean e reming out of
death and good out of svil*

“Yeu, mamma—1 know "™

“You meant to glve vour flower in
church becanse every one would ad-
mire s beanty, You can mako your
gift still more beautiful If you decide
to glve It to a lttie child who has no
other flower to make hls Kaster hap:
ny.”
“Ye.os,'" resaponded Ksther,

She did spend o few more sighs over
the matter. KEsther was only a little
girl.  But, after all, It I8 bhraver to do
what one feels to be right, when It Is
hard work than when one Is excited by
a foeling of one's own goodness,

She carried the flower to Froddy the
next day, " 'Cause, you see, mamma,’”

You

she explained, *he might as well begin

| right away to keep Kaster, It my lly

s going to help him do 1"

It 18 very good of you, I'm sure,*
vald the tired mother when Esther had
presented her flower. “Your other
Howers have done him much good.”

The slck boy was propped up In a
chalr. He smiled and brightened, look-
Ing at the wonderful white flowers, and
put out his fingers to touch the waxen
leaves,

Esther stood and looked at him, and
as she saw his admiration of her Wy,
a little feeling of satlsfaction that she
had declded rightly began to grow In
her heart,

“I hope yon will water it, Mra. Mor-
gun," ghe gaid,

"I Wil answered Freddy, nodding.
“Mother will glve me the water,”

“There! It's made him feel better al-
reamdy.” exclaimed the mother, looking
fondly from the Iy to the boy.

I do not think the Baster lilles looked
less lovely to Esther becauss her own
was net among them, Sometimes
there are Hlles that grow in our hearts,

EVA LOVETT.

The Eustess Marohing Oa.

Do ye hear the song of triumph,

Breaking o'er the brink of dawn,—
Hear the gladness and the glory

Of the Easters marching on?
Hark! The universe Is throbbing

To Its sweet, unbroken chime,
Lo! The ages are resounding

With its choral strain sublime!

Do ye hear Its echoes ringing
Down the centuries long gone,—

Do ye mark the rhythmie footfall
Of the Easters marching on?

Do ye gee their banners gleaming,
And thelr serried cohorts bright,

And thelr standards high uplifted,
Radiant with celestial light?

See sin skulking, shadows scatter,
Conquered death grow weak and
wan,
Terrors flecing from the highway
Of the Easters marching on;—
Sce the grave, so dark and dreaded,
Now become a royal bed
Which the King of Kings hath hal
lowed,— {
Where I8 nelther Death, nor dead!

Do ye know the holy joying,
Breathing blissful benlson,

Sorrow's keenest dart destroying,-
Of the Easters marching on?

Feel ye not the wings of healing
Chase afar the clouds of gloom,

As earth thrilled with glad rejoleing,
Bursts to bright and beauteous

bloom?

With one mighty song victorious,
With one glorious antiphon,

With one watchword, are the legions
Of the Easters marching on.

“Christ hath risen, hath abollshed
Batan's disinherison!

Life immortal, life eternal!*
Shout the Easters marching on!

—Julla Zitelln Cocke.

APRIL.

—

By Mary Mitchel,
Oh! Aprll s & dalnty dame,
She wears the aweetest dresses'
Her eyes are like the still blue flame
And sun-gold are her tresses,
Her wee, wee fect are soft and fleet,

o 5
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Her form one barely guesses,
Oh! April is a dainty dame,
And wears the softest dresses!

Oh! April Is a dalnty dame!
Or all the year-child faces,
Hers never stays an hour the same,
She has g0 many graces!
Her smlle or sigh, it Is so shy,
Half hid in budding mazes,
For April Is a dalnty dame,
And wears the finest laces,

Noted women have shown no pre-
coclous deslre to wed and make homes
of their own, George Ellot was nearer
40 than 80 when she married for the
first time and close upon 60 when her
second marringe took place in 1880,




