A S——

Hah, “and | was Just practicing my new
pas when your hat got In my way. It is
A vory pretty ballot—"The Water Sprite,’
Have you been to the rehearuls hofore?”

“No; I have not had that pleasure, Are

rehoarsing alone?”

“No, Indeed! don't you hear them on
the stage? The musie hasn't begun yet;
they are just exercising. Do you dance?

“1 might pull through a Virginin real
with a good partner,” answered Rush,

“1 don't know that dance. I it for
the ballet”™ said she, passing her foot
over her head just for practice,

“No. it's not a let. Take care!
you'll fall,” said Rush, who bad never
soon o woman stanid on one leg so long.
putting out his hand to steady her

8he poked him plagfully in the ribs
with her slippe too. “You don’t
know much about the ballet or you
would not think that anything 1 can
put my leg stralght up in the air and
oome down the stage on one foot, 1 got
a call for that every night. Haven't
you ever soen me do (17

“That is u pleasure still in store for
me,” answored Rush, with a gallant
bow.

“Hark!" sald the dancer, leaning for-
ward. “Dido't you hear old Narini rap
on his violin? T must fly."

“Before you go pray let me know the
name of the charming ymu:ilndy whose
agility was the oconsion of this pleasant

ntance.”

“You don't know me? What a strange
fellow! 1 am Leoni! Come, follow me
u want to see the rehvarsal.”  And,

his hand, sho led him in and out
among the dusty scenes, and finally sta-
tionad him in the wings in full view of
the stage, which was dimly lighted by
two large gas jots in the centor, A queer
looking old man in a swallow tail coas,
buttoned up to the chin, stood
with his v under his arm Bzﬂ
side was an eminently respectahle .
ing woman in a plain stuff gown and

“Now, ladios,are you ready? aaid she,
and, toue the old man gently, **Sig-
nor Narinl, if you =
beating time vigorously with her foot,
she sang, "One, two, three." A row of
logs was towards Rush, who began
toﬁ-lmy':.nnhuth h he were
playing the role of Poeping Tom.

waont the violin in the most marked

the bare boards.
Rush had seen ballet dancing before,
never in such queer costumes. There

it
i

dance it all over again.  Rush had
nover had such a treat In his litc, He
“;mynoho:'l!ig:w Narini's
every step of phees.
But '.Il::n tnhl:h“.:‘lb h'::c{! Ah,
there stood posite w
watching the moﬂl&mtly. h‘l?o
voryphees made a backward movemen
Signor Narini played a flourish,and
bounded to the front of the stage,

A flew Bignor Narini's flugers
over strings, and away flow Leond
around the stage; then the music slowed
up, and the dancer came down the stage
in & serios of courtesies; Mﬂng
! () one
foot as high over her a8 sho could
gob it, down to the foot lights
on the toe of the other slipper. It
was & difficult task well dons. Na-ind
nu:uthlnhdbhﬂdhm
his .:lnlﬂlhun—h::
was Do a tmining
W: hands delightedly,

the wings. made him & graceful
bow, and then, over to him
with the of the ballet
dancer, “Itold you 1 oould do It
1 dl:hnwd&naniuu;l.‘hi
Hore; wanted to show you w
could do."

“Thank wwuch,” sald Rush,
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PRrL WO make h DIt a8 o make one ners
self but shie nlways does that, and she is
T“"“ o hnve n grand trfumph as Helen,

ot ol 1o wee her costumes. They are
ovely  Shv el Ber dresser snow them

o all of us lndies of the ballet and the
chorus the other day.*

“She must be very acanble and good.
You can toll that by looking ut her,” sald
Rush

“Lood? 1 should think she was good!
Bhe is not like some prine donne | have
dunced with  People talk about ballet
girls" —with a shrug; "1 could toll them
something about prime donne if 1 would,
but Ui not w gussip. | have snough w
do o ook after iy own affairs, without
troubling myself about other people’s
I you come to know us you will find
thut we ure not ms bluck as we are palnt-
ed. Home of the hardest working and
best womwen | have ever known have
been ballet dancers.  Because some one
has given us n badd name we are the wtar-

d bended rukes in the country: but
those wicked won find themselves mis
taken sometimes, and learn that a ballet
dancer can take care of herself and that

thrashed Lord Bellflower on the stage
at Covent Garden one night for chuck:
ing my mother under the chin
mother was a dancer—one of the most |
fumons fuiries in the pantomime, though

you wouldn't think so to see her now—
and very boautiful. Old Bellflower ad-
mired her across the footlights, and
thought the only thing he need do to
make her nequaintance was to speak to
hor. He was well known behind the
scones of the theatre; my mother was
not—she had just come from ltaly; and
he sauntered ancross the stage to the
wings whore she was standing, and,
with an insolent leer, put out his big
be-ringed hand and caught hor by the
chin. Oh, dear me! 1 have to laugh
whaenever | think of it. My mother drew
back in affright as my father stepped
up. My father was a famous athlete—
the champion cannon ball tosser of Eu.
rope.  He took his lordship by the seat
of his trousers and the collar of his coat

entire company looking on and trying
not to laugh; and when he got him to |
the drop curtain he kicked it aside and
fired my Lord Bellflower clear over the
orchestra into the pit.  You can imagine
what a sensation this wade, My mother ‘
had to leave the theatre, as his lordship |
was a large stockholder and one of the
directors; but both she and my father
got a splendid engagement at another
house, If my father had intended doing
something to make himself popular, he
could not have hit upon a better device;
and [ can tell you that ballet dancers
were bettor treated by the swells for
somo time after that.”

And Leonl ruised herself on hér toes
and laughed,

“A capital . capitally told,” said
Rush: “and 1 shall have a care in future
not to chuck ballet girls under the chin
until I find out if there aro any athletes
in the family.”

*1 don't beliove you are that sort of a
man,” said Leonl, *If 1 did, I would
not have stood here talking to you; but
there is somothing about you that tells |
me that you are an honest young fellow

1\

L]
[ out, for | naven't lert the door for a mo-
[ ment.”  Ruxh felt a guilty Qush steal up

o hin chovkes, but as it would not help
matters for him to explain that it was he,

and not the gas man, who had been
'called to enter the academy, he said
nothing, It being lmpossible to try the
ecolored lights without Mr, White, Mme.
Lanner said that she would expect to
meot them all the next morning at
Leoni and her mother got ready for the
| stroet, and Rush asked If be might not
accompany them to their door, as it was
rather late for unprotected wonien to be
out.

They smiled at the idea of the lntencss
of the hour; it was then not more than
half past 10, and often they had gone
home nlone as Inte as 1 o'clock; but if
Mr. Hurlstone waa going in their direc-
tion they would be pleased to have his
company. They lived In East Tenth
stroet, which was quite convenlent for
him.  The rain had ceased, and the moon

E::. for ull the simple headed fops and ’ was shining brightly, ns the three stepped

out into Fourteenth street, Rush thought
of theone he had seen coming through
that doorway the night before, ns he
gave his arm to Signora Cella.  The con-

she has others to take earo of her. You | versation turned from the stars of heaven
shiould have beard my father tell how he | to the sturs of the stage, as they walked |

down to East Tenth street: and when
they reached the modest house where

My | the ballet dancer and her mother lived,

Bignora Cella insisted that he should
come in,

“We nlways have a little supper after
the theatre,” sald she, *and it would
please us vory much to have you eat n
bit of bread and drink a glass of wine
with us, Gluseppe will be glad to see
you, too; he sces very little company,
poor man."

Leoni added her invitation, Rush
looked at hor handsome eyes, glistening
in the moonlight, and accepted. Sig-
nora Cella's night key admitted them,
and they were soon in a comfortably
furnished room in the second story., A
table spread with a snowy cloth stood in
the middle of the floor, and, by the mel-
low light of an oi} lamp, Rush saw that
it was set for the late supper of which
all people connected with the stage are
#0 fond, and which is really necessary to

and ran him the length of the stage, the | their health, as they can eat very little

before the performance.  After the per-
formance is over their minds are at rest,
and they can sit down quietly and enjoy
a tolerably hearty meal. A stick of
French bread, a cut of that delightful
Italian sausage, salami, and a bottle of
Chiantl wine stood upon the table. Rush
noticed this at a glance, and gt the same
timo he saw a large man, with a face
showing signs of great suffering, propped
up with pillows in a big chair by the An
Leoni ran lightly across the room, kissed
the invalid's hand and laid it gently upon
her brown curls, as though its touch car.
ried a blessing with it.

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

im on a tender point of the spine, and
this had been his condition ever since.
He would never get well; he know it;
and the knowledge added to his suffer-

and have not been in the city long
v to bo spoiled by its wicked ways.
Al is my cue” |
Rush was young enough not to feel al- |
flataored by Leoni's estimate of I
him, but he wok itos it was meant.  He
was very much pleased with the girl;
she was very handsowe, her manner was
as nttractive as it wus frank, and she
danced like n «yiph, He made up his
mind that he would ask rssion to
call upon her, and when she pirouetted
around his way again, he said, “Mile.
Laeoni, since you have boen kind
to express such a good opinion of my
s perhaps you would not mind
proving what you say by allowing me to
:!‘:::mm at your " And he
a most winning smile.
Leonl looked him struight in the eyes;
then she said: *“If you would really cave
to call at my humble apartment you are
quite welcome: but first give me your
name, that | may introduce you to my
mother; she Is hore waiting for me. She
for me yvery night and we go
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black eyes with heavy lids. They must
bave been handsome eyes when she was

Dut Haiian wouen fado rapidiy.

Italian
“Mother, 1 want to in
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ing. *“Here | sit, n great, useless hulk,

| dependent on my poor little Lisa for sup-

port,” was the burden of his thoughts,
“If 1 conld only work I could bear the
pain: but I must sit herecalmly as I may,

There had been more or less of the animal
in Celln's appearance when he was a
young man, but he was always hand-
some, and, now that suffering had reflned

Ihis face and whitened his hair, he was

really aristocratic looking. He shook
Rush cordially by the hand, but he said
only a few words, as his English was
very imperfect.

Signora Cella disappeared in another
room and left Leoni to entertain Rush.
In a few moments she returned with a
bowl of smoking soup and a golden hued
omelet. They wheeled the ex-camnon
ball tosser up to the table. He
the bottle dexterously, took the ofl out
of the neck with a listle wad of cotton,
and uu;oull dmkm:dhnh:hthot the
guest. merry a had sel-
dom sat down to. The old man was not

R R

walked across town to his | , be

wondered if lie was the same h

Hurlstone whc-tluro days ago was h“
covan 5 t a8

T

a

dancer! ’

T
-
8t

—~
-«
a
=5

ﬁi
:55_

{

ton. There
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blic the biggest and heaviest one hit |

with mind and body both on the rack.” |

thought  they  were—which
s SuEne thing for the time being. This
is not to be wondered at, either. Helon
Knowlton was a woman of remarkable
attractions.  Aside from her gifts nan
singer (and she was now at the genith of
her powers), she woas & clever woman, &
student of books and of men, and with
sentiment enough to enable her to inter-
&n-l poctic chnrncters most successfully,

‘hile not, perhaps, what would be
callod a beauty, she was strikingly hand-
some,

According toclassio ideas, her features
wore not perfect; yet one seldom sees
finer eyos or u straighter nose, or a hand-

somer mouth than bhers when she was
talking or laughing. Some people
thought her mouth too large, but Rush
never liked a small mouth in man or

teeth always attracted him. Her ayes
were brown, with jet black lashes and
brows, the former so thick and long that
when he looked into her eyes he thought
of fire burning its way through shrub-
bery, Her hair was brown, and grew in
waving lines around her brow, and the
[ line that marked its growth at the back
| of her neck was as clearly defined as
though it had been drawn with a peneil.
| This may seem o small matter to speak
[ of, but it is a great beauty in a woman.
| Her figure was exceedingly well propor-
tionod, and she dressed with the most
[ exquisite taste. With all these physical
attractions, sho had an unusually bright
| mind. She was constantly adding to her
store of knowledge, and what she knew
she knew thoroughly, If she had not
been a prima donna, she would have dis-
{ tinguished herself in some other walk in
| life.
| Astoher character it was peculiar,
When Rush came to know her intimate-
Iy he told her she was tho most singular
combination of baby and woman he had
ever met, and so she was, She lived in
the world, but she was not & woman of
the world. She could not say one thing
 and mean another, and her friends used
| to tell her that was an accomplishmenta
| prima donna, of all persons, should pos-
| boss. She was credulous, yet suspicious;
' she was practical to a fault, yet senti-
mental; she seemed cold in her nature,
et she unconsciously hungered for
{oi‘a. She made friends easily and took
0o pains to keep them, yet somehow or
other they stuck by her. She was at this
| time just a little spoiled and with reason,
The town wuas at her feet. There wasn't
'a man, woman or child who would not
| have been proud to do her a favor.
| Ladies vied with one another in enter-
| talning her at their houses, young men

. | fought for an introduction and old men

toasted her at their clubs. [ believe that
if she had chosen to have Union club
men pull her carriage instead of horses
they would have humored her whim,
verything new that came out in the
way of bric-a-brac, jewelry or books was
| sent to her on the instant by some known
| or unknown admirer. Artists painted
| her in their pictures and poets lauded
| her in their lyrics. She had had so much
of this ndoration that she took it almost
a8 o thing of course; yet she was pleased
by every new attention, and never tired
jeven of the fowers that were showered
| upon her. Guarded like a hot house
| plant herself, the breath of scandal had
never blown towards her. You could
not look at her and believe that she was
| otherwise than pure, and the veriest old
rouo would have found himself awed by
her innocence. Yet sho was no prude,
| She was fond of the society of men and
enjoyed a good time as much asany one,
but she was possessed by a very strong
idea of what g woman should and should
not do, Her position made it necessa
for her to bLe particularly careful, and,
although she was 23 years old, she had
never entertained a man alone in a room
in her life. Foreigners, with their ideas
of women on the stage, could not under-
stand her,"but none the less they joined
with her countrymen in burning incense
to her.

Helen Knpowlton's parents had died
when she was a baby, leaving her in
charge of an aunt, Miss Rebecca Sand-
ford, her mother's sister, who was known
to half of Helen's friends and the whole
musical profession as “‘Aunt Rebecca.”
This good lady was a dragon of virtue.
She looked upon her niece as a child and
treated her as such; and, as it was kind-
ly treatment, R had the effect of keeping
her young, so that at 25 she was as fresh
and youthful in her ideas as most girls
of 18. Agnt Rebecca never lot “‘that
child"” know any of the business details
of her profession. The good lady stood
between Ler niece and the managers.
She read the contracts; Helen signed
them. It wos a shrewd manager who
could get the better of her ina .
and the mansgers knew it and respected
her cleverness.

There were, naturally, & great many
visitors to the little Gothic cottage in
West Twentieth street, where the prima
donna made her home; but they all had
to pass the eye of Aunt Rebecca before
they could see her nicce, and even then
the matron seated herself in the room,
let the visitor be man, woman or child,
and never left till he or she had gone.
She did not always take pass in the con-
versation, but would often busy herself
with a French novel (Aunt Rebeccn was
very partial to Georges Band) and lot the

woﬁ-ulkd their own affairs.
E must confessed that she rather
overdid the guardianship at times; but if

she would say: “1 don't want to give
wagging tongues & chance. If any

siping creature says such and such a
thing occurred at such a time I can re-
ply: ‘My friendd, you lie, for | was
there.'” Auut lebecca used lan-
guage ot tivis, but, as she said, *

is the use of beating around the bush?
might us welleat the devil as drink

Ef

ber young friends, as they started out
for & walk in Fifth avenus, I envy you
your freedom to come an

Amounts  to

woman; a large mouth with glistening |

'hnd the making of a eostume with so
much interest that she would forget all
about the ordinary pleasures of life, and

| be whaly wrapped up in the dry details

of her profession. She studied hard
|every day, and exercised and ate as

l carefully as an onrsman in training for

|a race, Properly aking, she had

| never had any childhood, as she had
| bagun her studies when very young and
had been singing since she wns in her
teeng. She liked the life of a singer and

'she didn't like it. The act of singing

| was of itsclf a pleasure, and there was

nothing in the world so exciting to her
as a large and enthusinstic nudience,

“1f an audience only knew how muoch
better musie it gets from an artist when
it gives her something in return,” she
used to say, "1 think it would always
show a sympuathetio spirit.” She had lit-
tle to complain of on the score of cold-
ness in her nudiences. In New York she
was always treated ns though she were
the particular favorite of every auditor,
| and the applause when she came upon
Ilhe stage only ceased that they mighd
| hear her sing.
| It is not surprising that a woman of
| this sort should have had many admirers,
l" was said in soclety that she could

marry any man she wanted—that they
all would only be too happy to bestow

: their hands and fortunes upon her, from
Uncle Lightfoot Myers to that much
courtedd young man, Mr. West Hastings,

Aunt Rebecea smiled at the attentions
of Uncle Lightfoot, but she was more
severs upon West Hostings, though the
Iatter was of a suitable age, had au in-
come of eighty thousand dollars a year,
and was considered a most desirable
parti altogether. Heo was looked upon
as a confirmed bachelor until he met
Helen Knowlton, to whom he began
paying devoted attentions very carly in
their acquaintance. Hastings was a
man of the world, a member of half a
dozen clubs, and lived more like a
European than do most Americans, He
had inherited his money, and had never
done a day's work in his life, which was
80 much the worse for him; but he was
not 8o good-for-nothing as are many of
his countrymen similarly gifted by for-
tune. It was said that he patronized the
ballet in the persons of its premieres;
but, however this may be, you could
never find & woman in soclety who
would bellieve it, for there was nothing
in his manner to betoken that he was
not a man of the most exquisite refine-
ment. If it had been Livingston Dash,
or Charlie Vernon, or any one of half a
dozen other well known club men, who
had been wo accused, the accusation
might have been believed.

When Archie Tillinghast told his cous-
in Bessie Archer that he had seen West
Hastings' coupe, with the blinds up,
driving away from the stage door of
Niblo's Garden during the run of “The
Black Crook," she left the room in indig-
nation, and would hardly speak to him
the rest of the evening, though he was
her escort to the Churity ball. When it
became generally known that Hastings
was paying marked attentions to Helen
Knowlton the women said that she
would do well to ncoept him; that a
marriage with him would be a brilliant
cloge for a brilliant career; but some of
the men who knew him best shook their
heads and maid that, while West Hast-
ings was a “‘good fellow,” he was hardly
calculated to make a good husband; that
he would get tired of the best woman in
the world if he was married to her, and
they wanted to see Helen Knowlton
married to a man who would make her
happy to the end of her days.
| t Hastings was interested in Miss
| Knowlton is not surprising, She was
the most feted woman in New York, and
she was the one woman whose head was
not turned by his attentions. He had
been used to a different sort of woman
on the stage, Here was a prima donna
who was as much of & lady and as pure
& woman as his own sister. He began
by pouring the ordinary compliments of
a man of the world into her ear (he had
to do it in Italian, for Aunt Rebecca was
always on hand); but he soon saw that
I8 bored her, and that she was only in-
terested when he talked sense, He had
traveled far and wide, had heard the
native wusic of many countries, and
could be very interesting if he chose,
That she listened to him best when he
a to the best advan

Indeed, sho H:nd im alto-
gether, for she gave & new sensa-
tion, and if there was anything in this
world that Hastings honestly loved, it
was a new sensation.

He was beginning to think that he was
in love with Helen Knowlton; and so
he was, to a certain extent. He thought
her cold, but he also thought her the
most Interesting person he had ever met;
and then he liked to be considered the
favored suitor of the most popular prima
donoa in the country. It p him
that the ruen at the club called him a
“lucky dog,” and he enjoyed hearing it

whis s “That is West Hastings with
Miss Knowlton." I believe I'll marry
that girl," he would sometimes say to

himself, never taking Into consideration
the fact that *‘that girl” might refuse to
marry him. Then he w think of his
luxurious bachelor quarters, of his per-
lt:.ct freedom from all domestic ties, and
would conclude to wait awhile
before making a formal offer of .
believing that he could ocoupy the fleld
as long as he cared to,
Helen Knowlton liked West

very much. He was attentive
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man ever lived who could have been in-
duced to take Miss Rebecca Sanford in,
for he would have known that if he did
80 he would have to give the reins into
her hands and resign the driver's box
forever.

Aunt Reb®on didn't Intend that her
nlece should marry, at least for many a
long day, and her influence was very
strong, She wouldn't say: “You mus'n't
know So und So," or try any of the usual
means of keeping a girl from falling in
love; but she would with her witty
tongue put a man in so ridiculous a light
that Helen could never think of him
again without laughing. Aunt Rebecca
was very clever in her way, and sho was
more than o match for her niece.  If she
had once given Helen a chance two fall
seriously in love the girl's attachment
would have been too strong to be shaken
by her shafts of ridicule, But she did
not. When she thought West Hastings
wns becoming a little too attentive she
asked Helen if she had noticed how he
plcked all the truffles out of the pate and
put them on his own plate and selected
the delicate bits of the celery for him-
self. Helen had not noticed this, but she
supposed that if ber aunt said %0 it must
be true.

Aunt Rebecca was always ready with
an anecdote against Hastings, which she
told whh u good natured laugh that en-
tirely diverted suspicion. No one knew
why she was so opposed to Helen's
marrying, except that she wanted her to
make even more of a career and add still
more to her bank account. And she
really did not believe that a woman waa
any happier for being married. *“Mar-
ringe is a lottery, where all the tickets
are blanks," she would say; and she got
her niece to be very much of her opinion.
In the case of West Hastings, Aunt Re-
becca'’s plan was to impress Helen with
the idea that he was a selfish old bachelor
(he was only 30), and every little thing
he did that might be regarded as selfish
sho magnified. He was a selfish man,
there is no doubt about that. Most
wealthy bachelors are. They have had
few or none of the experiences that are
supposed to sweeten n man's disposition.
Hastings had everything in the world
that he wanted, and he was never crossed
in any of his pleasures. It piqued him a
little that Helen Knowlton did not seem
to bo more impressed by his attentions,
but he never for & moment dreamed that
he would be unsuccessful in a serious
suit of that young woman.

At the time Rush Hurlstone saw him
escorting Miss Knowlton to her car-
riage at the stage door of the
Academy of Music more than one-
half of society thought that he was
engaged to be murried to her, though
neither of the persons most interested
had heard the rumor. Aunt Rebecca
took a wise course in the Hastings
affair. From the day Helen first met
him at Bessie Archer's ‘“‘coming out"
ball she showed a greater liking for him
than for uny man she had met before,
and the astute Miss Bandford said to her-
self, “*To break this off | must be diplo-
matic. It never does to oppose young
iv;oplo openly in ®aatters of this sort.

t him come to see her. I will stop
him from going too far if I can, and if I
can’t I shall accept the situation grace-
fully (he has eighty thousand dollars a
year) and consider myself shelved for
therest of my days. But [ don't pro-
pose to let him go too far. 1 don't see
mysell shelved at my time of life.”

Aunt Rebecca enjoyed the business de-
tails of the operatic profession ns much
as her nicce did the artistic part. To
outwit the managers was as exciting to
her as a game of chess is to some people,
and she loved to plan a winter's cam-
amign. Notraveling was too hard for

er, not éven a *jump” from Boston to
Chicago, She could make herself as
happy in acar as in a drawing room.
Her mind was on the gallopall the time,
and it could work as well in one placeas
in another; indeed, she contended that
the motion of a train only stimulated her
thoughts. Helen was naturally of an
active disposition, but she had grown
passive under heraunt's d influ-
ence, and did not assert herself as much
assheshould have done, Once ina great
while she would rebel, but it was a mere
flash in the pan. Few people who did
not know Helen Knowlton can imagine
such a person, and there is no doubt that
she was an exception to the rule of
womanhood.

Just at the time of which I write, she
was absorbed in the study of her new
part, and the thousand and one
that had to be attended to before the
eventful night on which the new o
was to be produced. Every one in Now
York who had a picture or a book relat-
ing in any way to Helen of Troy sent it
to her, and all took s personal interest
in the presentation of the opera. The
night was drawing near. The Saturday
matineo was postponed that she might
get more rest and study, and there was
to boa full dress rehearsal on Sunday,
to whicli the critics of the press and a
favored few were to be invited. Monday
night was the great night, and you may
lml!m that she was more or less nerv-
ous In anticipation. Uncle Lightfoot
Myers sent her a sot of gold bands for
her hair, with his best wishes for her
success, and West Hastings sent her a
beautifully wrought golden girdle, with
the Inscription, “And, like another
Helen, fired another Troy," engraved on
the inside.

It seemed as though every one in New
York wanted to have some part in the

uction of the opera boyond the mere
uying of seats, In that they were gen-
erous anuuil:; for everything in the
house was bought up the day the box
office opened. Monday came. There

.| was a flurry of spring snow in the morn-

ing, but by afternoon it was bright and
clear. Helen did not get up until 13
o'clock, Bhe ate the lightest sort of'
breakfust, and at 4 had a heartier meal,
All day long she was not allowed to

—which was no deprivation, as she
not feel like it, being too much ex-
cited for worda, At 7 o'clock tho car-




