_ shaggy overcoat, as he
drew “himself farther inte che. coruner |
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A Bag of Money,
“his §s a night to make a man long
for his own fireside.”
John Austin shivered In his great
spoke, . and

of tha stage coach. ]
“Yes, o little of it goes a long. way,
pald the man who sat beside him.
“Adong way toward making a man
tharnkful for the blessings of his life,
Tom," John laughed, good naturedly.
ol didn't mean that” Tom sgid.
“HSoms lives have little enough ' of
Dblesting in them, useless it be of the
disgnised sort; and what good that
doeg only he that sends it know.”
“Clome, Tom, don't let's be irrever-
ont. But that reminds me, I wonder if
3 forgot that bundld for little Dolly
Merritt? No, here it 1s. Now, she has
few enougn blessings; Tom, since her

¢ld Tather. died four years &go.”
41 belleve it. That old mlu;—ou:!h&

. to beIynched. I hear he nearly starves
' m."iﬂo”'

Tom stralghtened up in his earn-

esiness,
“T'm-afrald go, There was a dreadful

" time this morning when she asked for

the  money "to;buy. thia dress. I
theught he would have struck her,
poor child,” John sald In his quiet
way,

“And with dead loads of gold—
purs gold!” Tom sald, angrily,

“yes; the girl. worka faithfully,
too.'* John added, a sorrowful tone In
his usually cheery volce.

“He won't even let the world get
{ts just deserts from . his wealth—
keeps it Jocked up In that old cabl-
net in his room."”

At Tom's words the’third passen-

.. ger litted hie faufed head, and John
. ‘noticed his eyes . gleam

in the' dim
Jght. He was & stranger, very quiet
and unsocial, After an effort at con-
beginning of the jour-

* _ ney, John Austin had left the moody

to his own. refiections.
MWow the man llEtensd intently to

“{Re conyersation: betieen -Hils ' tellow

passengers, though untll now neither

“ hind been sble to interest him.

The Hght was too dim &0 . clearly

 show.the eapression of the sirang-
. “er's face, ander hie drooping hat brim

) . which almost met tho-'mmm\dbont

: ooak u'" m :ou' nh. W ’t ‘ll‘

there, If he lived In a ent com-

" munity he'd doubtiess be-relieved of

responsibility of some of it

“E he old house 18 lonely enough
r . .

sald, “but strang-

marks,.and I-have no timeplece, The
stage ought to be ‘there.about twelve.
It, must bé_ that nearly now,” he'an-
swered, looking with his honest, wide
open eyes into the pale, half-hidden
face,

At last the stage stopped.

“We are here, Tom. Anything I can
do for you, stranger?” called Joan's
hearty wvoice,

“Nothing," the stranger sald, short-
ly, while Tom rubbed his sleepy eyes,
and tumbled out of the coach.

Resuming hig whistling, John start-
ed off brigkly down thg guiet village
street. The stranger followed him at
some dlstance.

It was qulte dark, but far ahead one
could sce a tal] house, grim and dark
against the clouded sky.

In one window a tiny light burned,
and threw sickly rays out Into the
night. \

Before this house John stopped, He
1ifted the heavy knocker and let it fall
Then he waited. \

“Is it you, Mr. Austn?" v
- “Yes, Dolly, and the pew frock, too,
I saw the light and knew you were
awake, and thought I'd save myself
a\walk In thé morning.”

Dolly had unbarred the door and

saw John standing in the dlmly-!lght-

ed hall. :
“ 8he sat the candle on a table an
took thé bundie he handed her.

“How kind of you!"” the girl said,
lifting her: blue eyes (o his good-na-
tured, homealy face. “I thank youn."

“Not much,. I-hope; for Iit's no
trouble to do things for you, Dolly.
You see, when I remember how good
you'vé been to my little wife and ba-
bies, anything I do for you seems very
small. Did the old man get in a bet-
ter humor, Dolly 7" D

“No,” she sald, shaking her yel-
low, curly head, ‘“I'm. afraid I can't
endure -mych more, Mr. . Austin, My
life is beiflg thrown away,- I have
borne a4 good deal.”

“Ah, you have that, Dolly. Well, if
the worst comes, thepe's room, for you
in our shanty, You won't fargst that?"

“No, and I thank you. Good-by. My
Tove to the homefolks."

Bhe held out her hand to him, and
then, watched the darkness swallow
him; up. : -

Closlng - the door:she went slowly
up the creaking stairs,

In her own room she sat down, &
look of deep thought on her falr face.
The -parcel lay junopened on {he bed
beside her, - ' :

“I belleve T will do it! Why should
I waste my lifg here? Surely not for
any reward, for he. told me I should
kave  none. The ‘world is bright and
full of happiness. Why net go out into

it and claim my share? He will never

'J;_‘_“ﬁ .,
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let me go, but I .e_ould' run away, only
ntly and & - dul)

Dolly could see her uncle's pale,
gleeping face, It -was hard and grim
even npw,; :

Shé wondered if even ddath itself
wonld be able- to smooth out those
hard lines and make the 'fadé tender.

In the corne® opposite the bed stood
the heavy oaken cabinet, Dolly knew
that the eys to it hung béhind t'hs

il | healboard.

She had seen her uncle unlock the
many  doors- with -thelr ‘queer fasten-
ings and-come at last to 'the yellow
gold-he 8o’ dearly loved, )

Clouds drifted ‘across the room, and
Dolly walted. patiently for the - dim
light. It was all she could have to
work by.

The clock struck 3 when, pale and
ghastly, Dolly staggered out Into the
hall and crept to her room. At the
door she stopped. ,

Surely that was the creaking of the
stairs she had heard!

But how could {t- be? Her wuncle
suffered no one except herself to sleep
in the house. Every door and window
was barred securely. »

“It must have been a mouse, or one
of the strange, unaccountable sounds
we hear i old-houses at night,” Dol-
ly sadd.” shivering. “He trusted me,"
she sald, sorrowfully, setting - a bag
of money on her bed.

“But it was too hard;-I could mot
bear it any longer,"

She put on the warmest clothes she
could Ind, and thew, emptying the bag
of rqomy_ into her little satchel, stole
from’ the house. «

Swiftly she hurried along the road,
dreading the daylight for the first
time in her life,

Sometimes she ran until she panted
for breath. Bhe wanted to reach the
station in time for the eaxliest train,

Newtown, she knew, was only
eight miles from Maysville, and there
was atrain at 8. If only she.could
get there in time! No one in the town
knew her; it would be too early for
many Dersons {o, be out. She might
slip in a car unnoticed, and be far

away before any one discovered the |

direction she had taken.

Fear lent wings to her feet.. Bhe
scarcely .felt the dull November cold,
but sped on like a tireless thing..

At last the satatlon light gimmered |

before her, The ‘tast was growing
brighter, Night was fast disappearing;
stlll it was not yet light,

Just as she reached the station the
traln came pufiing {n. Dolly walked
quietly along the platform and step-
ped into a car. The sleepy conductor
swung his lantern; no one else was
In sight. It seemed an age to Dolly be-
fore the train started on. -

-~ At-4 o'cloek Mr. Merritt's cook al-
ways rapped sharply at ‘the back door.

Who' would go down to her this
morning ? She would not know that no
bwt or bar held the door agalnst any
who came! What would they do when
they found hér -gone? Suppose they
were Jooking for her even now?

Dolly had not noticéd that the car
was moving until the conductor stop-
ped beslde her and called Tor her tick-
¢t. Bhe took a gold plece and held it
out to him. Her hand mbled . like
a leaf In the wind. ;

“You want to go to Philadelphia,
do you?" he asked, looking st the

“Yes," ghe sald, faintly.

He gave her a sliver plece from his |

pocket and wilked on :

and ‘& potter ‘called out, “Twenty
minutes for breakfast!” Dolly felt no
inclination to eat, so she sat atill.

The gentleman who occupled the
geat in fromt of her left the coaca,
and & waltér came In with & breakfast
tray,

Dolly was startled to hear a soft
voice “at' hér elbow, Bhe had been
watching the people outside,

“I . have come to share my break-
fast with you, as 1 see you are quite
alone." ’

Dolly pushed her vefl away from
her face and turnéd to the speaker,

They looked at each other for an
instant without speaking,

“How strange! It {8 as if T looked
in a mirror. You are my double!”
*“¥You see I, then?' Dolly asked,
looking up at the speaker's fair young
face,

"Indeed I do. Why, we are exactly
like each other. I never saw such &
llkeness, We might be twins. Will you
tell me your name? Mine Is Leslle
Carter."

Dolly told her name, adding, I
hope you are much happler:than 1
am—that we are allke only In fea-
tures."”

“And I hope you wid soonh be just
as happy as you want to be, And now
make room for me, and let's - eat
breakfast.”

“I'm afraid I ought not," sald Dolly,
a flush spreading over her face.

“And why? Pray tell mes.”

“l may look like yow, but I'm. not
like you, all the same.  You won't
apeak of Ik, but I am leaving home. I
know I can trust you, and perhaps
you could tell me where to' go. I know
nothing of the world!" -

"Leaving home!" are Sou running
away?" the girl asked, taking a' seat
by Dolly. "Why, that is' llks a story,
isn't 1t?"

A yery sad sort of a-story,”’ Dolly
suid, “I was sorry“to 'do 1f, but my
uncle was so crus] to'me, and I suf-
fered in so many ways that'] felt I
odght not submit to it." *

“And you were right. Only are you
not afrald he will find you?"

“Dreadinlly, fore—"

“For what? Do trust me. I am In-
terested,'’ the stranger pleaded.

T will trust you, What I have done
seems right sometimes, and then, In &
moment, so terribly wrong. I worked
hard for him, and he rardly gave me
a penny, #0 when I left I—I helped

,Iﬂyﬂl‘."

< ef Carter's eye épened wide with
OTTOY. L
“Did you? Were you not afrald?”
_"!hn: g::; now 1 ul.lt'tr'r.'r. I can
“hid p face an pillow, and
m\' his Joud breathifg,"” Dolly sald,
with a shiver. y ' ,

It Is just like 4 story,” Lesile sald,
half afrald of her companion.

"I wish 1 was &Y home agiin, There
must have been somd right way, If 1
only had waited for It, but I was des-
Wlt"." L - “

“Did you-run away all alone?’

“Yes. I shall never forget the awful
night; the wind In my face: the cold;
the cramplog fear &t my heart, But
I ought not to frighten you" .
< “T'm not frightened, . You interest
me, It is so different from anything
1 ever knew in real Mife. I {hink you
will write to your uncle, and he will
forgive you and come &fter you.

: Just  from the stuplidest
1 "‘
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*No, no,” she sald, “then I should
¢laim half of your fortune, you know,
£ course, there la ane.”'

“There'd be plenty left
Can't we manage it?"

“I'm- atrald not,"” Dolly =ald, laughs
Ing agiin, s

“1 shall be lonely, I dare say, at
Grantly Hall, with 4 stif old aunt 1
néver saw and now and then a visit
from my guardian. I wigh I could have
you with me'"

“There 'will be other friends, no
doubt,” Dolly sald,

“Yen, plenty of them, but they are
strangers to me, all of them. You
see, I was never Bouth, and am going
now to my aunt whose heiress I am to
be, My mother was my aunt's half
sister, but for some reason they never
visited.

“But, forgive me, these family af-
falrg must be tiresome when you are
so troubled on your own account,”

“You are ' mistaken,” Dolly "sald.
“You help me to forget my wicked-
ness; 1 am glad you came to me."”

The walter returnéd for the un-
touched tray, the gentlman came in,
and the train moved on.

Dolly pulled down her vall.

“You must not go on being so0 un-
happy. Write to your uncle; he wil
forgive you"

“I will, Yes, I will,” Dolly sald,
and then there was a jar, a tramor,
A crash,

Mean screamed,
called for help.

The sun shone down ipn fts pitlless,
cheerful way upon the wreck, and
the shrieking, dying, suffering, help-
loss human beings, :

The train had fallen from a trestle
over a deep gorge, along the bottom
of which a little  river wended (ts
way.

The water seemeod to hesitate for
an instant when It reached the strange
obstruction, then, resuming Its song,
it found an outlet ‘and hurried.on as
it nothing unusual had happened.

Human  shrieks rent the alr, and
pegple gathered about In  horror-
stricken groups.

All was done that could be done,
before the sun went down on the
dreadful scene. .

On 'a bed In a nelghboring farm
house they laid a pale, fainting girl.
There had been only two women on
the train, and one had been taken, the
other left, |

At Iast the girl striggled out of the
awful blackness Into which she had
fallen, and opened her weyes. Bhe
heard a volee speaking. The sound
peemed to come from & great way,

“1 think she will do nicely, It Is
bnly in'a swoon. [ am glad, sir; that
yvour ‘ward is saved, The other poor
thing i# burned past all recognition,
She disd before we could extricare
her, Ah, your ward s awake." :
" The girl looked up at the speaker
wonderingly,

et ghe hegan faintly,

*Hush, Miss Carter, I can't allow
you to talks it lsn't best, Won't you
pleage rémember? Here, little girl,
yon drink this for me. You will be
better after awhile. No, don't speak
to her, Me, Graham, Let's leave her
rlone with the nurse; she will go to
slesp.” ¢

The fussy little doctor and Mr, Gira-
ham leéft the' room, The sick girl was
too weak and confused to know ex-

for me,

and prayed  and

actly what it sil -ﬂ'pt.tm could: re«

member nothing e blackness
out of which ghe had just come.

Bhe slghed wearlly and’ foll asleep.
ftrange drenmg came to. her. Some-
times she was bending over a pale
old man &8 he lay in his bed, gnd then
¥ ‘'was one of the school

tha little doctor fluttéred about.
One day a sweet-faced woman with

aolt blue eyes and smopth silver hair

pent over the bed when the sick girl
opéened her fever-bright eyes.

“Who-am 17" asked the low, faint
volce,

“You gre my own little hiece, Los-
lie. I am Aunt Rachel. Go to. sleep,
now."

“I don't Jike to sleep. I dream such
queer things, and—and I can't re-
member. There were two of us, she
and 1" Which one am 17" the  girl
whispered.

“You are just Leslie, dear. You've
been dreaming, that's all”

“No, that’ isn't all. There Is some-
thing, but I can't remember."

“You musin’t talk to her,, ma‘'am,
the doctor don't allow it. Bhe Is full
of suck fancies, and her fever rises
when she worries. Here, swallow this,
dear."

The nurse held a glass to her lips
and she drank the mixture greedily.

Days grew into weeks, and stil] the
wild, strange dreams haunted  the
burning brain.

“Are you sure I am Leslle?" ghe
asked one day, suddenly opening her
blue eyes,

“Yes, child."”

“I feel more like the other one, only
I have forgotien her name. I knew,
but I can't think,” the girl said.

“It was only a dream. Take Aunt

-HRachels—word for It—dear—You are

Just llke your mother; I should know
you snywhere,"” sald the sweet-faced
woman, trying to satisfy the pumsied
girl

“But there were two of us,
the other one, and I am not
which was 1"

I saw
sure

“I wouldn't worry about It, dear,

Bick people often take strange, un-
accountable fancles. Let that explain
all thpt distresses yo nd try to. be
happy. There I8 nothing to trouble you
exc®pt these Imaginary shadows.

“"Belleve that, my child, and try to
get well. You are growing stronger
and the fever Is quite gone. You ara
only _weéak now, You aleap bemutiful-
1y." ‘Aunt Rachel sald, stroking. the
thin. hand. .

“But 1 can't recal] anything. There
are only shadowy fragments, Just let
me tell you once, Aunt Racdhel, only
one time," she pleaded, for any allu-
slon to the old, feverish pussles an-
noyed the patient woman who rarely
left her,

“dust once, Leslle. 1 will lsten just
one tUme if you whl promise never to
talk about thewse fancies, and try and
not. think of them, ever again.*

“L will,” the girl sald, “only help
mé to understand, 1 seem to have
been al schoo] st Bt. Mary's, and 1
did not lke it and I was glad to be
going nome to yow.

“Then 1 seem to have taken some
money from a pale, sleeping old man,
and I was Uying to run away. And
after that there was two of me, and 1
can't remgmber which of the two was
myself."”

“Laslle,” 'sald the old lady very
gravely, “1 am going to tell you some-
thing that I think you ought to know.
HBometimes when people are hurt, or
shogked, or very slok, they lose all
memory o the past. Sometimes a4 tiny,
maemory of the past. Bometimes a tiny,
past is really. gone. r i

This han happened to' you. It s
more than likely that, after awhile. it
will &l come back. If it dosk not,
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Mury's, the death of your father 'h&l..

Srmen a5

you were half through school-—=how
he wrote to me about you, giving you, =5

my dear sister's child, to me.
“I was never a traveler, and I never
visited uny sister. I left you  at

st I

e

Mary's until you ehoGid bé Onished. =

Then I sent Mr, Graham, who is my

| lawyer and your goardian, after you.

Now' that ls all. It it would help you

I can write to Mrs. Noel, the principals
of the school, Perhaps a letter frond

her would do you good.” "

The sick giri shoolk her head, 9
"No, I will'be satiefied, T will,'" she 1

-

sald, & pathetic 1ook in her lovely blua
eyes, "1 will never speak of it again, W

but It is not so ensy to put the strdngs
fancy away. It is so fearfully.real—
the running away from that while,
sleeping face.’l can feel the cold night
alr on my face, and the 'fear that
cramped my heart. It |s more reall
than a dream of the school, but T
can't tell where the flight began qr
ended,"’ !
“Just In your poor,
head, dear. It s a
some wild story.”
“This I8 the last time I must speak
of it; let me tell you how dark and
cold it was, and how I flew from thag'
awiul Tace." i
“Leslle, there 1= no more to telll
You have pald it all too often now:
When you are strong and well yow
will Taugh at It all, Do belleve me™
"I will. I won't struggle any more;
I wil just rest on what you say, snd"
be content. Aunt Rachel, | am Loulle
and not the dream-girl. who

fovered  Uitln

fragment

I will just rest on what you saw,
puzzle over It. Just let It  go
what_ever else Is gone™
8he lay back wearily on her pillo
and closed her tirefl eyes, :
Health and strength came  nean
every day, but the sorrowful s ;
remained In the blue eyes, and
sweet mouth retained v o
droop.
Tt was o lovely face lh spite of
sadness that never Jeft Il.”t b
The accident had . teft no m
the falr, tender body.of the
she had swung awsy from her i
completely as 4f death. had
her for lts own Lo [T
(TO BE CONTINUED) &
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Biatesville Lapdmark.
Many of *“the greatest

the State” and

“first. citizens™

for penaities against. thi
rallway, as privided in the
the Legisiature reducing o
rates. Tt ds alsot pointed aNes
solicitors and: grand, juries &

:lct the rallroads - |
Mneanor,” as 7

The Tamioer o b

this method of pro —in -
weé would like &0 see b 4P
what we oant un il -
some of these eminent inwyer
citizens and others Who are |
the bringing of the penalty

g0 nhead and bring ‘em, . 8

of them have oocoasion b
Sonthern. - It they don't

take a special trip for the
getting the evidence, -
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haunted me, I will forget her, unﬂ‘.ﬁt -



