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Ard what's to me o ring o gold
That proves the wrntton law?
A ring of airn's around my heatt

Thi: sadly broaks in twal
OM B.‘I-.Ef:.!'f.
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CHATTER T,—Ix Prrcr's STREET, WESTMINSTER,
O~ a chlly sprivg morning a young woman fat ab
an vncovered deal table near $he third floor window
of & house in Peter’s strezd, Westminster, with a
little pile of gilt-edged cards and a water.colour box
hefore hier, A ¢hild was lying ig her lap, a wee
thing of a year old, with a white face and large eyes
of more than oriental pravity, and small fists ourled
tight upon her breast,  She did mot distract her
mother's attention from the work on which she was
occupied by any of the kickiags and the cooings
asual to heslthy infaoccy, but lay as shill asif she
onderstuvod tho necessity of quiet to the artistis
1abouver, ard with precocious self-denial subdusd the
hich spirits proper to her age.

The yourg woman was tall and finely buils, and
her faco, wiich was very sad sud genils, ncaded ouly
a touch ¢f colour and a little more fulness of outline
to b beantiful,  There was about her an aspsct of
sorrow crown patient, which was pitiful to see in the
{ace ¢f cne g0 young, for she had hardly passed giels
hoed 1n ycars.

As sho worled, ber foot baat on the floor in a
aentle, 1bhythnic measvry, and her voico crodmed a
tunelcss eony tx tho child upon her knee.

It wes o largo, low ceilivged room, occupying the
whole width o! the louse, and spirsely and shabbily
furnished. A ted stood in one corner with a cradle
ot its foot, A chest of drawers, with half its knobs
miesing, & couple of old fashioned rush Dbobtomed
chairs, 2 square tablo of deal with red legs, a wash.
stand bearing aoracked jug sndl basio, 2 battered sofa,
covered in torn and faced chiatz, and a strlp of doge-
carcd carpet whose originally gaudy pattern had faded
to o uniform dirty grey, ¢ompleted its ariiclea of
aecezeary lurviture. .

A few seraps of clothing, malo and female, hung
{rom pezs behiond the door,

Near the window an old ficld easel, with an tnvalid
lco repaire? with & bamboo walking cane, supporied
an almost ficished landscapa, and a brokea porte
covli v, with a seore of half-empty tubes of colour
and & hapdful of rassed brushas, lay on the floor
bhesdo 1t,

On the mantelpieca above tha fireless grate was a
Yobacca jar, a brandy bottle, a tumbler, and a couple
of woodcn pipes, flanked at either end by a photo-
araph,

| to recaperate his force sutlicisntly

Onc of ihese photographs no observer would have
had any dilicul'y in identifying a3 & portrait of the
youn womnan pamntivg near the window, though tha
cxpression of the photograph had nothing in common
with that of the origival at the momeot we maka her
acuaintance, 1t represented a blooming, laughioag
lass of nineteen, clad in a light summer frock, with
«ild lowers 1o hor hair and at ths bosom of her dress,
Deneath ib was written, In a frank female hand, ¢* To
£Lilip,” a date being added, Tho obher was that of
gouny man with a straw hat perched ab the back of
biz hicad, o cigarette in his mouth, a flaming tie
loose'y kpotted under the collar of a eilk shirt, and a
velves jacket, A handsome face, quite alive to itg
owe charm., Urder it was writter, ‘* To Gillian,”
>nd a reprtition of the date borne by the companion

Tho rcom wag gserupulously neat,

The pirl worked on briskly with swift fingers, and
crooncd to the child, It was yet early, though the
scunds of dratbic in the streets below weve louder than
they weuld be for two hours to come in more fashion.
able thoroughfares. Pregeotly she paused for a
memenit with the suspended brush in ber uplifted
:fingtl:!ts, and after & moment’s listening, resamed her
worl.

A step sounded on the stairy. The door opened
ard o man cntered the room.

He, too, would have boen essily vecoguisable by
anyone who had seen the mecond photograph upon
the mantelpiece. Ho had the look of one who 1s
just beginning to repent of too jolly an overnight,
His face was flushed, his eyes were bleared. ‘The
oirl 6id not even look at him, and received his
entronce in silence, a silence as eloguent as any rve-
proach could have been. ¥or when a husbhand cymes
tome iperfectly sober in the early moraing and his
wifc Gnds pothing to say, ib shows that the olreum-
stance must have been so oltca repeated that she hag
sot past tears and cntreaties, and takes it as a thing
¢t coryse,

A has been suggested, Philip O'Mara was by no
means @ bad-looking fellow; yebt he hind a cortain
andefinable air of Deoing handsomer thau he was,
The photograph, takcn somne five years ago, flatberad
his actual appeararce, because co mau can pase five

vaars in go!fish indulgance without grave detrimoub
W0 avy Loanty ha mey veiginally have svarted with,

ae' with the man, g0 with the clothes he wore,
Confrasted with the almost squalid shabbiness of the
room and of his wife's dress, they looked for a moment
as i they would havo psssed muster in any siclsly.
‘I'hen cne saw that his coat was not of velvet, but of
coarse velveteen, which led to a doubt as {o the
senuineness of the jowelled ring on his finger, aand a
wonder &8 to whether anything more valuable than a
latch Ley swas attached to tho chain which glittered
acrosts his waistcoat. Mr O’Mara’s sartorial splendours,
like thelr wearer, were rather of the shabby owell
40;6&1', and did not come off well from cloie exaniinae
wChD,
¥ Dear CGillian 1" he Legam, ‘' industrions
'Pon my soul you make me blush for myself.”

The blush was purely internal, for no signe of it
were vizible without, e took vp one of tho cards
«hio had ficished,

“ DeYghtful, my dear Gillian; delightful, Your
powers of imogination arve really extraordinary, and
vour technique improves every day,”

Nobody ceuld have $old for certain whether he was
speaking in mockery or exaggerated compliment,

HUY e are doing those on commission 2

“ Wo,"” replicd Gilhan,

UA pity, Butostill, work sy dellghbiud 1s cerbain
(i agale”

o returned the card to the table,

‘P h, apropos of sale-~how inexpressibly revolting
it i, Ly the way, my dear Gillian, that even the
creption of Leauty, which should be the delightful
«itisfaction of a divine instinet, should bs Qegradod
to the sordid levol of the manufacture of articley of
sulpar necessity, Trulkiog of sule, bave you any
meney ¥

¢ T hiave no monay,” sie replied,

{t wras noticeable that while the husband inberlardod
Lis address to her with endearing epithets, aud
eapressed in tho loagest polysyllables the most
heautiful sendiments, Gillian avolded spzakivg one
runec: ssary word.

““ My own finonces,” I'e aaid, after a gearch in his
vockiets, ‘“amount to—yes—one and slxpence ba'fs
peavy,  Not a large smount, bub still, judiciously
~xpeaded, it may do sonetling to mitigato the dis-
comferty 1 alicady experience, and which threaten to
becomo even moie pronounanced,  There s some
brardy 16"

t1a examined the holile on the montelpicca,

“ ¢onld you, my dear Gitlian, gob me & couple of
notiles of soda- water and a packet of Peachblossom
ciznvelies )

<Lo tock the woney from ihe table wlere he laid
4 and fov the fires time siuce his entranze rased hot
eyes to his face,

¢ 3%y Dream was bore lash night,” she said, *“ He
by s that Dora 15 really 11l and musgt have abten.
Lien, better food, snd change of alr. He wrole a
nres ription for her, hut 1 had not the monsy to el
ityade up,”

My desr Gilisu!" said O'Mara, “'you really
Gistiens yeurself about the cbild to a quite nuneces
sary degree,  You sre always raising false alarms |
abaub Ler.  Six mepths ago, sho was going to die, 1 |
c-maowtr,  Mr Bream ia no doubt a very estimable
iy, as & clergymoan, bub he is not ommiscient.
Wist con be pozsibly koow about Dora’s health 2

“le studied as a doctor before he took orders,”
arevercd Gitlian,

“uife a Crichton,” said O'Mara, **1I have no
deibh. SHiL I would prefer the verdict of a madical
tian in practice,”

‘-1 shall spend this money,’ sald Gilllan, “or ab
tlcast a8 much of it as will be required, in getting

pirl !

tho medicine My Bream preseribed for Dora,  With |
therest I will buy soda water or cigaveties, just as
yu please,”

“I am sure,” said O'Mara, *that you will do
2otling of the kind, my dear Gillian, You, who aro
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o model of all the virbues, know thal itis & wife's

first duty to obey her husband.”

] shall get the medicine for Dora,’
Gilian,

¢ Then,” enid O'Mara, seizing her wrist with a
sudden sharp wrench which made her wings and drop
the money on the table, ‘I shall have to do my
raarketing myself, or find another messenger.”

(pvite unrufiled by this little incident, O’Mara lef:
ihe roem:. She heard his voice upon the stair calling
to the girl in tho basement, and a minute after he

reentered,

)

repeated

¢ A mistake in your factics, my dear,"” he remarked, |
ag ke kicked off his shoes and lay down upon the |

bed, **It would have been wiser to liava bought tha
medicine and said nothing of your intention—wiser,
though less honest, snd not more dutiful. You wmll
koow better next time.”

She heard him in silence, findiog no reply. With
tlLe despairing patience which years of such
hiutalities bad taught her, she sgain took up her
byush, and bent over her work, O'Mara turaed upon
tke bod, seeking an easy postarve, aud had fallen
aslcep before the girl camne in with her purchages,

It was past noon when he awoke,
soda wator on the montelpiece beside the brandy,
nvixed Limself a oopious draught, which he drank to
his greab opparent refregbment, He sluiced his face
and head liberelly with cold water, and haviog re-
plactd his coat and waistcost, arranged the easel
beside the window and seated himsalf hefore 16,

‘«There wera opca, my dear Gillian,” he bagzan,
lighting & cigarctte, oud regavding the pictuve
through the smoke with an eye at once critical and
approving, ‘‘Taere were once—you will sse. the
application of the story direotly—two travellers who
had, tbrough iofinite difliculties and dangers
travelled across a desert, and arrived withia an honv's
wall of the confines of civilisation, ©One of thom af
that point succumbed to his fatigne. He could go no
further. They had betweon thom one dose of brandy.
If, sald the sickk man to his companion, *you will
sive me that brandy, I think I could mansge the rest
of tho distance.,’ His compsnion, instead of giviag 1t
to binr, drank it himuelf, ¢ What detestahle aelfish-
nees | you will remark, precisely as I id myselt
when I fitst read this instructive legend. Batb I was
mistalen, for his object in drinking the brandy was
to enable him to
carry his friend the restof the distance, Thus we may
learn, my dear Gilliav, not to judge our ncighbours
on insuBicient evidasce, Yoeu see the application of
{he fable? I am the robust traveller, you—or rather
our darling Dora—is the fesble one. Without that
bravdy and soda I could not passibly have finished
this picture, snd uoless I finished the plebure thers
would he no dinner for us to-day."

Gillian listeped in lier aocoustomed silenco, and
(¥ Mars, havivg seb his palate, attacked hia work, He
painted rapidly and dexterously, and after a couple
of hours ot work punotuated by the drinking of more
brandy and sods and the lighting of fresh cigareties,
rusli: d bis chalr hack and rose,

¢ That should do, I think, I mushinvent a title
for it—something touching aund poetical, There 1s
wach virtue in s mame, Our good British public
havoe pot yeb risen so Ligh in artistic appreclation as
to separate arband literature. To me, its creafor,
that picture needs no titla, To any soul in kinship
with my own it would need none, The average
Philistino will ask, * What is it2' It is not enongh
that it is beautiful, a touch of celestial harmony 1n
adorsble contrast with the hideousness of daily life,”
o sighed, as if the stupldity of the world was hard
to bear. **1 should be glad of your opiaion, Gillian.”

' What do you $hink you will gav for if, Philip?”
she asked, gravely.

¢« My derling 1" he romonstrated, with a quiclk
indrawing of the breath hetween his teeth, as if the
question hurt him, * You should really discourage
thir—this extrems practicality of mind.5§Ib 18 grow-
ing on you."

¢ I must have money, Philip ; you must
some to.day,”

My dear, you shall have money., Dul surely,
after 80 many years' knowledge of my temperament,
vou might kave more fesling for my pecalinvities thaa

briag me

to ask me, hoppy as Iam in the contemplation of a | ¥

{ thleg of beauty fresh from my

hotograph,
PROTORTGD | shall get for it.

hands, what—what I
Got for it! Is it not enough fo
know that X must part with it, tho last sweeb child of
my fancy, the Benjamin, #o to speak, of what poor
artistic feculty I prsecss? Still, yoursre right. The
vulpar peceasiticd of life arc paramount,  Facty must

be faced,”
 Vou wi'l leb me bave some money to-night? " she

plended, ¢ There igrent due, Phillp, and thereiq
notbing in the houss to eat. And, oh Philip! I
shouldn't mind for mysolf, but Dora! She is really
ill, See how pale she is, and all day long she has
nover made a movement. She lies for hours, and she
used to be so bright snd lively,” )

“« Well, welll™ he asswered fretfully, perhaps a
littls tonched throuzh his hidebotnl sgelifishness
for the moment, ¢'I will sec what I caun get for the

picbure,”

CHAPTER IL.—Tus Roap 1o Llory,

IT was manifestly impossible for a gontleman of
('Mara's high breeding aud fastidlous tastes to be
geen trudging on foot with a picture under his arm,
like any work-a-day canvas spoiler who habitually
painted, not for the divine inshinob which prompts to
the creation of beauty, but with the sordid aim of
meney making, Accordingly he took a hansom, and

drove comfortably to the shop of a picture dealer iu
Wardour street, swith whom he had done business

aforeoime,.

v“Hum 1" said the dealer, looking ab the p'cture
with his thouth critloslly screwed on one side,
‘“really, I don't know as 1 want it. Plobures are a
fearful drug In the market, Trade’s so bad, every-
thing flat. ’Taing so good as that last one of yours,
you know.”

¢« Notwrally,” said O'Mara. ‘“The first I ever
offered yon was no gonod, and I have been steadily

deteriorating over since. But you bought them I”
O'Mara had the koack of suiting his conversation

{o his company, and did not waste flowers of speech

on this artistic middloman,

* Where is it #” asked the dealer.
i« A little corner of my uncle's place—Sir Charles

Vandaleur, in Surrey. I've been staying down theve
for the last menth,”

¢« Ah !’ 'Thotitle, carclessly dvopped, had ik effack |

upen the worthy tradesman, ¢ What are you golng

to catl it ¥?

* Roally, I don’t kinow.
go?’

¢iDon't bhelieve in foreign tiktlay ;¥ people don't
aunderstand ‘em, What's it mean 27

¢ It mesps Twilight,”

* That'd do,” said the dealer, *“if 1b hada't been
ured 8o muoch, Tell you what, call it *In the

* Crépnacuie,’ wonld thok

Gloaming,’ There’s o tune calledjthat, very popular

on the orgsn.”

O'Meara’s eyes were raiged to the ceiling 1n &
speechless pang of wsthetic agony. -

“Phat'd do,” said the dealer, and repcated the
title with the rclish of & man who feels that he has
aatisfactorily solved a problom, * ¢ In the Gloaming.’
Could yvou geb o couple of figgers in just here, say &
boy and girl spooning? 'Uman intoresy, that's what
the public likes in & piclure ™

¢ My dear sir,” said Q'Mera, with the sir of one
who unbends to make his meaning plain $o an inferior
intelligence which must needs be conciliated, ‘it i
ihe absence of humsn interest which makes the pre.
ciousness of art. The intrusion of & boy and girl
‘spocning ? (bo seemed to speak the word under pro-
test, and proceeded to clear his palate of its slangy
offensiveness by & mouthful of polysyllables) would
anpihilate the wmsthetic value of the composition,
The izterview of anything 5o vulgar on that majestic
golitude of nature would be an cutrage, my dear sir—
a positive oubrage.”

‘t Don't see it,” sald the dealer, shortly,

O'Mara had spoken with Jers than his ordinary
tact. Nobody likes to be told that a suggestion
which he thinks clever is an oultage,  Sincerity was
not O'Bara’s strong point, but it he had any touch of
it in bis natura, it was on questions in which art was
concerned. ¥e had his own conception of what

pictures should be, and had painted this one in accord-

spcc with it, It was hard to raceive lessons from s
vulgarian who talked about ¢*’uman interest,’’ and ia
his artistic heat O'Mara temporarily forgot that tha
vulgarian, though arbistically contemptible, was
financlally worthy of respect.

¢ You work in them two figgers,” said fhe dosaler,
with the air of a man who speaks his last word, *fand
%’Il call it ‘In the Gloamlng,’ and give you a tenuer

or it

Had this been put a little more in the form of a
reuest and a little less directly as an order, O Mata
mioht have ylelded., As it was, he felt compelled to
vesent the outrage on art and on his own superior
social statos, He was on aristocratle amateur who
condescended to sell, not a beggarly danber who kep?

the pot boiling with the labour of his hands.

T am afraid that, even when improved by the

figures ¢ spooning '—that I think was your expression
—my humble effort would hardly be worth your offer
forit. I wish you good murninﬁ.”_
“ Mornlng,” said the man of business, rattling his
money in hia pockets, and permitting the mephew of
Sir Charles Vandeleur to open the doeor for himsall.

Ha drove to §wo or thros other places, with no

- thought whichi*k _
| shonld be christened ‘‘In the Gloaming," and dwelt |

‘on the popu'arity of the alr of that pame,

and finding the

| to the Temple ard cleim his
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better luck. He had to avoid most of the dealers he |
know, being in their debt, The rebuffy dashed his
courage, and he was semsiblo that after esch hia
manver was less oasy and engaging, and he did nds |
drop in the name of his titled relatives in Surrey
quite £0 naturally as he conld have wished,

The lack of human interest was so strongly in.
sisted on that at last he sugpgested to a dealer wh)
geemed inclined to buy that he shonld work in th
‘“ gpooning " ]i vple. He also suggested, ag & happy

cii-had just struck him, that the pioturs

Th

dealer assented, and promised to give him ten pound |
for the picture, so altered. -

O'Mara bade his oabman drive him to the Temple, |
where he had sn acqunintance named Seybon, who
dabbled in the arts, and who placed his #ools at his
disposal, and posed for the masouline member of the
interpolated group, preseing the laundress lnto his
sorvice to represent his inamorata.

Seyton wae & light-hearted youth, and did pob |
oreatly sympathise with O'Mara in his mournings )
over this degradation of art, seeming to soe the
humonrous side of the situation more clearly, His
impromptu fellow model, it may be obszarved, way
younger and comelior than moss of her kind,

The early epring evening was beginning to fall |
when O'Mara had completed his task, Lo had eaten |
nothing oil dsy, and, when Seyton proposed that
they should dinme togethor, readily assented, He |
took tho pioture to the dealer, reccived his ten |
nounds, and dischavged his cabman, whose fare had
been accumulating all this time.

At the restaurant to which they repaired for dioner |
Seyton found two of his acquaintances, and an hour
passed rapidly emough at table. O'Mara dined with
what he felt to Le a commendable modesty for a man
with over nine pounds in his pocket ; a little clear

' soup, & bit of fish, a botitle of Beauns, & cup of cotlee, |

and & liquenr, are not unjustifiable extravagances for

- a man 80 famished ?

Diuner over, Seyton proposed an adjournment to
Lir rooms for a quiet round at nap, If that patient
{igure of his wife sitting at home with their sick
child wpon her knee had troubled ¢'Mara much
during the day, the gendsl influences of tic dinverand
the society of his confréres had quite expelled the
vision from his mind,

They went to the Temple together, and Seybon
hospitably produced Jiquors and cipars, of which he
and bis two acqueintances liberally partook, with a |
proportionate aceess of genielity, They swere all
ghree younyer in the ways of the world than they
would like to have boon thought, or they sould have |
poticed that thongh O'Mara was as froe in talk and
laughter as they, he was by far the soberest member
of the party, and though his glass went ag often tio his
lips as tho best of good fellowship required, it required
filling much more seldom than theirs,

He won steadily for half an honr, and as they wore

playing & ready mosey game hud prebbty nearly

| d.ubled his-capital iz that time, Then one of hisg

companions began to getb restive,
«'T say, Mr O’Mara,"” ho asked, ** isn’s 16 & bib odd |

{ that when you deal you're the on'y man who ever

gets an ace ?”
A question of that kiud would disconcart most |

people, but O'Mara showed 1o sign of understanding

1ts obvious lllE::.Piﬂg. a4 ep 13
¢ 1 that ao ¥ he asked ; ¢ I had nob nobiced it,

¢« Jimmy always gets rusty if the luck goes againgt
him,"” remarked Seyton,

" Very natura),” said O'Mara,” with good-naturad |
forbearance, * Nobody likes losing, / don't, I know.,”

As Jimmy happened to geb o fairly good hand next |
time O'Mara dealt, hie made no remark for a fime, |
But his noxt was even moro startling than his first.

©You low cad!” he exclsimed, *' you've got the
ace of hearts and the ace of clubs between your knoes
and the tablo |¥

He diaggod the table away, and the cards fell to
the ground,

O Maera raised his hand to dash the pack in his
face, but Seyton caught his arm,

¢ None of that 1" he ssid, sternly bub quietly, ‘'I
thick you'd better go, O'Mara, I beg your pardon,
oun fellows,”

0’Mara, white as death, took up his hali and shiok,
and Jeft the reom, the others makiong way for him,
The flush of rage which hagl followed Jimmy's denun-
ciation of him had passed, and he felt sick and
shakep, Seyton's tone of ¢uiet scorn rang in his |
ears, tho apology lLe had made for intruding upon
lis friends the seciey of a detected cardsharper was
bitter to 1cmember,

o had reached the Straud before he remembared
that in the shame aund confusion of his detection he
had left Seyton’s rcoms nobt only without the moncy
he had won, which he certainly would not have beon
sllowed to take, but without the bulk of his own
IONEy.

For a moment the 'discovery had stripped him of
the icy vencer of affectation which long nse bad mide
second naturs to bim, and he stood still in the street,
shaking his fist sand sputlerlog curses until the
pagsers-by paused and stared at him.

He wallied op, drunk and blind with rage.

The ides crossed his mind that_he might go back
money, but even his
oynicism quailed at the thought of facing those who
had go recently expelled him from their gocicty a8 a
convicted swindler, The figure of Jimmy, who was
muscular and obviously had a nasty temper, finally
appesred in his mind's eye to pub the idoea to flight,

He passed under a gas lamp and counted the going
romwining to bim, They amounted in all toafew
shillings.

¢« Was ever such dampable lack ! he grosmed.
i¢To be detected by a pack of booblez llke that, 1
can never show my face sgain, X must get out of
this, London Js played out for me, I'll go home
and work for a day or two, make a little money, and
zo, Gillian and the child must shift for themsalves,”
Ho steadied bis shaking nerves with a glass of
brandy at & bar near Charing Oross, and dogeadly
started for home, It was raining, and bofore he

arrived in Peter's streel he was wet to the skin,
Heo let himself in with his latchkey, and mounted

the stairs. | _ '
The door of his room was ajar, snd he heard votoer

within—his wife's, and the deeper tones of a man, He
crept softly up the final flight, and lstened, |

{To se CONTINURD.]

THE LEEDS DISASTLR.
MORE VICTIMS.

On Mondsy two moreof the girls who were buzned in
the accident at n Christmas party at Wortley, died at
Teeds Infirmary, Thoir nemes are—Ilizabeth Tingle,
aged 12, nnd Harrisb Rileﬁ, aged 14, These, with
Tlorrie Brook, sged 10, whose death occurred on
tSun@ay night, brings the total number of vichim3

0 nine,

The funeral of Clarissa Roberts, one of the victims,
took place at Wortley on Monday afternoon, and was
witnessed by & large crowd, -

It has just ¢ranspired that two exoiling Bscenecs
wera witneassed in the street on the night of the
disaster, when two of the little oues, both oi whom
are now dead, ran oub of the schoolrcom towarda
their homes, 'The first was little Carrie Steel, who,
when she was on fire, ran shrieking through the
schoolroom and down the zoad to the house of her
prandmother, Mxa Wateon, who resides In Oldfald
lane, distant ahout 500 yarde from the school. —Iler
hends were so terribly burned that ghe could nob
open the latch of the deor, and stood there shrieking |
in her sgony, "Ob, grandma, grandmal!” Dira
Wateon, on opening the door, was horrified to find her
little grandchild in flamen, Carrie waa taken in, and
her burns attended to; meanwhiie a cab was procured,
and phe was gent to the infirmary, where she died on |
Saturday morning, A similar ocourencg is roported
in the caee of Mapgie Kitchen, who resided at Soar- |
vorongh villa, Whingate, Armley, She egzcaped from
the schoolrcom and ran down the road; then gho
turned up Upper Wortley road, and ran all the way

| to her home, which is considerably over_ half a mile |

from the scene of thefire,and thus apprised her parents
of the drendful occurrence, The poor child was
frightfully burned, and succumbed at the infirmary

ob Saturday morning, o

Mrs Roberts, whose daughber Clariess is one of the .
dead, #ays her daughter did not helong to the school,
he was » momber of the Silvery losd Wesleyan
Chaypel, but she was go clever ab entertainments that
sha was earnestly requested to take part in thot
ono, Mrs Roberts was very unwilliog to let her
daughter go, nor did the latter appenr particularly
eager ; but ro anxions were the promoters of the cnter-
toinment; that the girl should assist, that the mobher at
iagt vielded, “And this is the punsequencg,” added
the herenved mother, a# she gat in her ohair by the
fire, sobbing a8 if her heart would break, "Il saw
her in the infirmary before she died,” continued the
mother, and she eaid, ‘ O, mamma ! the girl wiose
lamp was alight threw it on _to me and burned me,’
At other times she would call out ! They'resmothering
me, referring to the efforts of the rescuers when they
wrapped the children in rugs and blankets to quench
the flames,” On Saturday morning the brother of

' Sarah Ellen Kitchen was pitting by his sister’s bed-

aide in the infirmary when George Dixon, the sexion,
entered the ward, Kitchen beckoned to him to gome
and gce his sister, whe had been inquiring about him,
Dixon complied, and on his inquiring, *Ils she
awake?” the little sufferer opened hexr oyes, and,
looking gratefully at him, said, Ay ; I've just been
talking ahout you—you got me out, didn’t youi” |

ip—

From St. Petorsburg the death i ennounced of
Admiral Xern, hero of Sinope and Sebastopol,




