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A POOR BOY'S SUCCESS.

CONUCLUDED,

ki UT Verne isa good fellow, und is
B used to my cross fite, Come, st
Ly me, Verne, and share some of (hese
delletous bon-lons. You have provided
for my comfort so generously that you

must ent a4 few of them,*
Verne obediently brought his low seat
close to her side, and seemed perfectly
' happy ns he toyed with Frigky’s ears,
nnd fed that spolled pet some of the
most tempting of the comiits, The rest
of the journey passed amicably awny,
but Maud was not sorry when the boat
veered to shore, the plank was thrown
down, and * Wesl Point I'* was shouted

out from the deck below,

Two fine.Jooking endets, in their neat
gray unlforms, stood upon the whaorf,
and one waved his handkerchief ot
sight of Flo.

O, it's Max 1" with an ecstatie 1it-
tle shriek. * Do, hurry, dear, Mrs.
Laundersdale, for I am so crazy I can't
wait,”

Flo was first ‘over the plank, was
wlusped in her brother's arms, and given
aright soldierly salute upon her red
cheek. But Max's distinguished-look-
ing friend, whom Flo had already sur-
rendered to ot diseretion, passed her by
without even a glance, and clasped the
shabby-looking woman in black, who
had closely followed her, to his heart.—
The one eager tenderly whispered word,
* Mother,” told the relationship which
bound them together.

“My dear son, how very proudI
am!" whispered the mother, ** but, O
John 1" in o low a volce that none oth-
er heard, ** Isanc is on aboard, and 1
thought my heart would break when
he didn't know his own mother. Poor
lamb ! though how should he remember
me? I am sure his heart [s good, and,
if he knew the truth, he would claim
me before all his proud friends. But I
<lo not mean to tell him, John, I won't
ruin his prospects now; after keeping
gilence all these miserable years.'

John looked after his brother with a
half-.contemptuous, half-amused smile,
as Verne, his slight form almost lost to
view behind Mrs, Landersale’s volumin-
ous skirts, staggering along under a
welght of shawls and bags.

“*No matter, mother mine, Isn't
one son, and such a devoted one, enough
for your ladyship? You look pale,”
with a pained, anxious glance at her
thin face, ** The city has pulled you
down this warm weather, but this river
alr will refresh you, I'll warrant, 1 will
take you up to Roe's ; and those people
will probably engage rooms at Cozzen's,
unless they particularly desire the com.
pany of us cadets,”

-

L - -

Two evenings later, John Fielding’s
chum, Max Van Ruyter, presented him
to his sister Flo, and her friend, Miss
Muud Pelbam. It was {n the parlor of
Roe's Hotel, and although Flo was at-
tired In the most bewitehing of her eve-
ing tollets, and smiled sweetly upon
her intended vietim, John merely nc-
knowledged the introduction with a few
commonplage words, and turned to
Muud, whose every look and gesture he
watched with n serutiny which became
most rude. Maud blughed under it
and with a half-sancy laugh inquired ;

“Do I resemble any of your dear five
hundred Indy friends, Mr. Fielding ¥ or
m I unfortunate enough to appear pe-
puliar in any way #"'

“J—1 beg pardon,” stammered John,
blushing to the rootsz of his hair. I
have been very rude in my regards, but
belleve me, I lntended nothing vncom-
plimentary. You do indeed remind me
of some one, Miss Pelham, some one
whom I parled from long years ago, and
never hoped to meet again.”’

“You talk llke an octogenarian !
claimed Flo. ** How many love affairs

have yon had, Mr, Flelding, since you
left off long clothes ¥ You cadets are
fedrful Indy-killers, report says."

“Neport Is most unkind then Migs
Vin Ruyter,” with a gravesmileand an
evident altempt to tear his attention
from Maud. * Wenre the most tender-
hearted of men, and would sy down our
lives willingly for any woman,'"

“Oh, I detest generalism!” with a
pretly ghrug of the white shoulders,—
*Anything but this universal gallantry.
Here gomes Mr, Ford for that dewsr
tomps T promised him.  Aw revoir.”

Bhe left them together, with n feeling
of chagrin at her own disappointment,

“Alwayd the way," she mueed, “Ev-
rything goes contrary with me, and 1 go
contrary with everybody., He is indif-
ferent and hateful, and I don’t see how
Max ean think him so splendid.”

Max passed her just then, and whis-
pered teasingly in her ear, he noted
the frown upon her forehead :

10N tell Fielding to beware, Ris, or he
may gef stabbed for his nonapprecintive-
ness. * Iarth holds no fury like a wom-
an scorned.' "’

Johin Fielding and Maud were left to-
gether, nnd Maud felt o gense of embar.
rassment, new as it was strauge, in hia
presence. Why should this compara.
tive stranger possess such power over her
that she should blush when he gazed
down at her with his guiet eyes, nnd
stammer at some chance remark of his
as to the number of guests and their ap-
pearance ¢

John Fielding had no wish to be pre.
sented to Mrs, Landersdale; and that
lndy watehed him complacently as he
promenaded with Maud Pelbam, never
dreaming of his true identity. As he
walked up and down the moon-lighted
veranda, he grew more and more inter
ested n the girl whom he had recogniz.
ed na the little ** Mandie™ of years ngo,
Maud never drenmed that he wans the
**dear, good boy™ her childish heart had
pitied in those old days, and as her em.
barrassment wore off she chatted quite
freely with him about her past life.—
They were mnking grent sirides that
first evening townrd a love which would
in time become the ruling passion of
both their lives.

The days flew by and every available
moment John spent by Maud’s side.—
Mrs, Landersdale began to grow alarm.
ed at this Incrensing intimscy, and
Verne looked on in jealous dismay,

John offered his arm one evening af-
ter they bad tired of danclng, drew
Maud's burnous over her shoulders, and
walked out upon the veranda. They
finally descended the steps, and wander-
ed together down “‘Flirtation Walk.”

“1 wonder how this place ever got
f0 bad ansme?” Jaughed Maud, for
want of something better to say,

** 1 suppose the poor eadets have had
their tender heartzs broken here by fair
coquettes ever since the old ascademy
has stood.”

“ More likely the fault lles with your
sex, Mr. Fielding. Men are more dan-
gerous fllrts than women, bectuse they
do not feel so strongly, and have less
pity upon their victims,”

‘** Preposterous, Miss Pelham! Who
ever heard of & lady having a particle
of pity in her flinty heart ¥ Why, you
would dress as bewitehlng and give as
dangerously sweet glance, if you knew
that one of us was dying for love of you.
Yes, and rather enjoy the knowledge
too,"

They had wandered from the path
now, and stood beneath the wastarch-
way of & tree. Below them, the Hud.
son sparkled in the moonlight, and
dashed against the shore. John felt
that the crisis of his life had come ; he
must know his fate then or die. He
toyed nervously with his waloh.chain,
and thought in valn for some words In
which to tell the hilgh-born girl beside
him his hopes and fears,

Maud’s eyes fell upon a tiny blue
locket suspended from his wateh-chaln,
and, with some curiosity, ehe bent to
examine it. He would bave hid it from
view, but It was too late. He saw that
she had recognized it, and as he took
both ber hands in his, ber pretty face
grew red and white by tarna,

‘Do you remember the lovket lttle
* Mnudle' gave me years ago¥ I have
cherlshed it ever sluce, and remembered
those wonderful eyes of hers upon our
first meeting."'

‘“ And you are the little boy who saved

my Iife,” murmured Maud, between
Isughing nnd tears, ** No wonder that I
have liked you =0 well from the first."
HBhe pansed, not knowing how to eX press
her gratitude,and an embarrassed silence
ensued,

John suddenly took her in hily arms
and pressed o kiss upon her golden
halr.

“ I know I ought not to, Mund, but I
can bedr this suspense no longer, As o
poor, lonely boy, T have loved you for
Yetrs | ns aman, I Jove you ften thou-
sand times better tomight. O Maud,
Maud | tell me you have not been flivt-
ing with meall these dayal Tell me
that I may love you, and that you enre
u little for me.*’

Bhe lifted her head ut his passionate
entreaty, but her long lashes hid (he
eyes shie did not  dare to raise to his—
Her heart beat fast and ehe could not tell
Lifi the truth, Bhe eould not bear to
seo thuse grave, honest eyes she loved
turn from her with scorn, Hhe olench-
ed her hands  spnsmodieally, nnd John
began to take cournge from her silonee,

“Perhiaps 1 bave taken an unwar-
rantable lberty ¥ If I have displeased,

I beg for forglveness, 1 can bear any-
thing but suspense, darling, Let me
look in your eyes and read the truth

there,’

Hhe lifted those eyes, swimming In
tenrs, to hls., Then in n hesilating,
trembling volee, whose every utlerance
seemed to choke her

" You have mistaken my manner,Mr,
Flelding. I nm engoged to Verne Lan-
dersdale, and can be nothlog to you in
the future., Let me go."

Her volee ended in n sob, but she need
not have added the Inst words, He made
no effort to hold her, but almost pushed
her from him, and.dropped Lis arms to
hiy side,

“You have neted a falsehood, Maud
Pelham! Your woman’s heart filled
with a woman's tender pity, must have
told you ere this thal my very life and
soul were yours, Well, let it go. You
are no better and no worse than the rest
of your sex. I cherished o dream that
one true girl could be found in your ar-
tificiul high society, but 1 have awak-
ened. Go, bonst of your flirtation, and
when you recount your congests ndd
John Fielding’s name to your llst of
viotims if you like.

Maoud bheard him through with dumb
agony. Bhe stood with bowed hewd, and
did not try toarrest his scorn, but his
words stung her.

* O John, John ! take buck your vruel
words, or you will kill me !**

She clung to his arms, and the hard
lines about his mouth softened a little,
Her bowed head and trembling volee be-
Lrayed her love, and & supreme pity for
her weakness filled his heart. Thisglirl
was his by the divine right of love. She
had nllowed the brother who had seorned
and triumphed over him all these years
to trinmph over him now, and rob him
of the one woman he could ever love ¥
There was a terrible struggle as Maud,
forgetful of her promise, clung to him,
Then honor triumphed, and with bitter
self.renunciation he bent und loosened
her ¢lasp from his arm.

“1 forgive you, Maud, and take back
my hasty words, They were spoken
in anger. Farewell, and God bless you,
‘We may meet ngain, but only as stran-
gers”

They had neared the hotel now. He
bent, pressed one last kiss upon her
brow, and Maud was left alone.

L L L - -

“Who is that flne-looking cadet ¥
inquired Mrs. Landersdale of a soldier-
ly-looking old gentleman bending over
her chalr. John Flelding had entered
the parlor, and stood for a moment
neur the doorway.

There had never dawned upon Nrs,
Landergdale s suspicion of the truth and
her companion’s answer was ns much
of & shock to her as the explosion of a
shell could have been,

* His nume is John Fleldiog, madam,
He is a fine fellow from New York City
and your State hus reason to be proud of
her eadet, I am glad to see that in our
republic brains are being sent to West
Point, und that even money cannot al-
ways buy a commission here.”

Mrs, Landeradale face became fairly
livid,

“ 'What! Jobn Fileldlog! Is it possi
ble ? And my Maud 'has been flylug
around with bim here as If he was the

biggest noble in the land, Dear, dedr!
how humilinting!  What will dear
Verne say ¥'*

She communicated the news to Verne
a few moments later. His pale face
grew a triflo paler, and he fixed upon
Johin anything but a friendly glance.

“Well, I knew hia name was Fleld.
ing, but never dreamed he could ben
relative of mine. The fellow must have
gome pluck, or he'd have olnimed us be.
fore this, T don't want to be mortified
betoro all these people as to my birth at
this Iate day, s0 T don't eare how soon
we pull up stakes st lenve West Point.”

*Of course, 8 very proper pride to
show, iny son, Maud’s flictation with
him mortified me most to death. If she
has a fancy for him though, we could
cure her by telling her the truth,”*

“Tell her the truth! Never!" ex.
claimed Verne, biting his pale lip till
the blood enme, ** Mauad Pelhinm wonld
break with me at once if she knew that
my mother was n common washer-
woman. Her pride iz worse than ours,
nud shie hus & deaced bigh family to
back her, and lots of cash besldes,”

*That 1a troe,” adgqulesced Mrs. Lan-
dersdnle quietly, * Well, do not get
heated over it, Verne. Landersdale and
Maud both think you my nephew, aud
they Jinow 1 have adopted you and love
you nsmy own son. There Is no need
to undeceive them, for, as you say, Lan-
dersdale and his family are as proud as
Lugifer, if he hasn't one red cent to
surateh against another.”

The next afternvon  Mrs, Landersiale
and party drove over from Cozzen'’s to
witness the parade, Verne was seated
in his dog-cart, endeavoring to manage
o high-spirited span, with an indiffer-
enee nnd nonchalance he was far from

feeling,
Jolingon, now grown gray in Mra,
Landersdale's service, had uttered a

word of warning before harnessing up.

* Hadn't you better be after taking
the other span, Mr. Verne? Theseeril-
ters feel mighty ticklish to.day, and the
music may rouse 'em upn bit.”’

Nonsense, Johnson! Iam perfectly
competent to manage them, The grays
are ouly fit to draw the old Iady aronnd,
and I want some splritin & span I drive,
You might as well harness up a couple
of cows as those octogenarians.’

Mr, Verne had a tendency towards
Jovkeyism, and his eyes spurkled with a
genuine love of the turf as the splendid
creatures came from the stable tossing
their heads and pawing the ground with
impatience,

Their eyes flashed and the blood seem-
ed falely bursting through the large
velns which coursed thelr way along
their slender necks.

“* Firefly seems o trifle uneasy. Isher
foot alk right ?»

‘“Ah, sirrah, it's not the foot at all, at
all, that ails the old gal. Bhe's a divil
of & temper of her own |

Not very re-assuring to Verne, who
began tohave doubts of his own ability.
He was too proud to acknowledge his
fears now, however, mounted the box
und followed Mrs. Landersdale’s earriage
nlong the road as if no such thing as
dapger existed in the world.

They behaved quietly enough when
they reached the parade ground,and on-
iy by the champing of Firefly’s bit and
her dilating nostrils could a spectator
tell of the unensy spirit within her.

Verne sut upon his high seat, with a
long blue vell tled around his hat, and
i feeling of eonspicuous pride filled him
n4 he saw that no horses on the ground
could compare with his, and that sever-
al of his lady friends were gazing at him
with evident admiration.

He pulled his slckly mustache, held
the reins tightly, and enjoyed the tri-
umph of the hour.

But, alas! it was shorl-lived! Dur
ing the beating of the drums Firefly
pricked up her ears and kept time to
the musie,

As the parade proceeded she became
more frightened and restive,and, finally
when the loud boom of the evening gun
thundered through the air both horses
burst from their driver’s control and
dasbied through the crowd., There was
8 wad rushing and screaming ws they
flew by, aud Verne was beilng hurried
with horrible speed towards tbe high
blufls over the river.

* The preciplece | shrleked Mrs, Lan.
dersdale. ** My God! Will no one save
my boy! He will be killed!”

But the rest of the spectators saw
what her fright had blinded her to, A
single cadet, statloned as o sentinel near
the river, had sprung from hils post and
stood calmly awalting the coming of the
now maddened animals, Tegardless of
the fearful risk to himself, e leaped for
thelr mouths, turned thelr wild oareer
nside, and finally stopped them with
his giant strength., They stood still
with drooping heads, trembling with
fear mud dripping with perspiration;
and Jolin Flelding patted thelr necks
and soothed them by his touch. Verne,
pale with fright and embarrassment,
when he learned who hls resouer wns,
was stammuering out his thanks.

“ It was deuced brave of you, old boy,
to go for me in that hnndsome style and
I appreciate it, by George, I do! We
can’t throw off all restraint here,though
aud appear us friendly as 1 ghould like,
becanse it would make it deuced awk-
ward for Mrs, Landersdale, you know,
and we would both hate to hear the sey.
en duys’ wonder the truth would ereate.
But I thank you from the bottom of my
heart, and 'l never forget it, never "

“Enough sald, Mr. Landersdale
with o mocking emphasis on the last
word. ‘' If our true relationship were
published to the world the recital would
be as humiliating to my pride as yours,
I deserve no thanke for doing my duty,
and wish none,™

Both had fuiled to notice, in their
heat, a woman, who, regardless of the
stare of the spectators and the curiosity
she exeited, had left the crowd and was
running toward the spot where they
stood. Before Verne could prevent it,
had he desired, she had clasped him
about the neck and kissed him again
and again.

“ My darling boy, you are saved | OB,
I thought of you ss & mangled corpse
down on the rocks, and never hoped to
hear your dear lips whisper * mother’
Just ouce as they did in the happy old
days. Isaae, my darling, darcling son !

Verne blushed scarlet with mortifica-
tlon as he saw some of hia fashionable
friends watching them from a distunce,
Almost  involuntarily and without
thought he pushed her from him; but
that movement, slight though it was,
was like a sword thrust through his
mother’s heart.

“I am all right, not a hair of my pre-
clous head hurt. Don't snivel so, old ln-
dy, all those people are watching us,—
It's deuced hard for a fellow to know
how to act, anyway,” looking around
wildly for some hope of escape. “Of
course I love you as well as ever, but it
won’t do to let everybody know. It'll
ruln my prospects, Oh,what will Maad
say when she finds the whole miserable
truth out ¥*

He broke down
a fretful whine,

“ He is ashamed of me,” wailed the
poor, heart-broken woman,* ashamed
of the mother that worked awny her
life for him and worshiped the very
ground his baby feet trod, I see I have
sinned ; but, O God, my punishment is
bard—hard !"

As she reeled and fell Verne started
forward with tardy self-reproach, but
John, with sparkling eyes and white
fice, pushed him away and with no gen-
tle hand.

*“Do not dare to pollute our mother
by o touch of your finger, Verne Lan-
dersdale! May God deal with you as
you have dealt with her this day I

He crouched away from his brother’s
flerce wrath and covered his face with
both hands as John bore his insenzible
burden up the path toward the hotel,

“Yerne Landerdale,’ exclaimed s clear
voice close by his side, * arouse yourself,
if you can, and listen to the girl who de.
nounees you now, as yvour brother did
but & moment ago. I have heard all,
and although I only partinlly compre-
hend the truth T know that the craven,

here and ended with

| who disowns his own mother, because

of her poverty and humble origin, can
never make such & woman as Maud Pel.
ham happy! If you had boldly con-
fessed the truth of your birth I could
have loved you for your courage, now I
despise and detest you | Take your ring
and not for the wenlth of the Indies
will I ever renew our engagement in the
the future. It is over now and for-
ever!"

She paused and walked burriedly away




