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CHAPTER I Jas a child when you came beforc the cur-tany more ahont ¢linnking in the glass. Her free  was|it towards him as if ahout to kiss it; but]and looked long and wistfally at her emiling | virtue as to have lost most of the healths,
tain. The vest af the audieuce only saw an shajl be uble {o 2 yadipt. her eyes spark ber whole frame sl rew hack, §: . nezp of fesh and blood.
THE - CURTAIN RISES. awkward man bowin Sy l‘n‘ "
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There could be no oubt ahout it whatever { the sun-god, the fon
—ths play was an unqualified suecess. jlight. Poor liftls wo; :
Turing the two first acts its fate had hung! So saving, Shert disappeared. leavi
in the balance, but the great scene in the | Horsham more irritated thun ever,

i
did net

nee. B -
2! she said daci . Then, smiling.! When lie awoke late the next mn‘min{,v, *The masterpiece of to-day is the foeyl
tosk up a bouguet from the dressivg-: Marinn was dressed and moving silentyof to-morrow. Mr. Horsham’s drama wijp
ULle. solectedd & rase, and prevared to pluce’ ahout the room, He lay still, and watched | flonrish luxuriautly. and Sossilise.

itin hittonhole, d hing for that pur-; her quietly. She had taken his dress-coat hopo better things of him.

CCNZTOCEr  cume,
xithout his mon

. We stil}

he ul]'}igl' now ed ebrows dark n,nd finely’ llmn[u]lmli lier tle buach of oleta, o frnn{ tl{e cha({r whelre Li; ha(tl ti;‘een fung ‘_‘dIHsungose ltm }:un\:i what he means»
© . : — 2rs. Horsham pratiled on ecian, though just a little inclined ave you theze? ' she asked, carelessly, and was looking at the rose iusaig dorshem. tossing the newspager asi

penutltimate act carried all betore it, and N 1iie Shorl smoked Niz pipe and listened ;to turn heaveuward at the tip. her farehead “n(?mghl them,” he replied, not think-! the buttonhole. She looked up, met hiseyes, {* I'm sure I don’t! F o

the drop fell to unmistakable signs of en- CHAPTER . milesmatically, On> hour -iwo—passed, and ' broad and low—the true frons minima of rccessiury to esplain that they had [and smiled questioningly. Ho dressed himself, feeling in tiie highest
thusiasm. The last act, though somewhat © MARCUS AURELIUS." thers was nn 0i b At Short | the ancients. If the face had a fanlt, it: hren given {o him by his witc. “ What time i3 it?” be asked, {of epirits, and came down tg breakfast. Toe
slow and explanatory. wus pretty enongh to| Short a cynic by tempemment. and rmo&ml prepared to . 3 'xch onr ;\lncels rs vonzidered :n; H ™ “ II-‘Alevetn n'doﬁk't’t sl;le launweted. lay had gone go smoothly that no rebearsy

i i ] : N T AN “is w0 wse my W © v | 3 W G b’ uile sure.” “ ] e."
sustain the favourable impre ,and when | 5 joucnalist hy profession. He helongad to o h:{‘tu‘r \gm Sl I»LS‘WA heauty—the Tips were samewha fQuile sure. Inst your buttanhol

= * he said with a|hbad been-called: so he had plenty of timy
nd sensuous, the under ana ripe; She threw the violets on the dressing- | yawn, “and had ta buy anather. Have you |to epare. He lauﬁhc}l and chatted Metrile
and tuseious, as i {to guole Suckling’s :tabie. - +sent for the newspapers S with his wife and littic daugbter, bniy af
amous hallad): “Well, vou shall wear my fHowers in® *Yes, Frank,” she replied, coming to the | whom looked at him with wonder and ..
i s o ot " - 5T yom are very good.” , bedside. and hending down to kiss him, { mirstion, as the most glorified of huwmay
much for bringing me bome. Some bee had stung it newly. And she placed the rose in bis battoniole, | while her eyes were full of happy tears. | heings.

Thay shook hands at the door. and then t No wonder that Horsham lonked at her | saving, ** Come and sce me to-morrow c.rly, | * I've got them all here. They’re splendidt 1 sball lunch down town. and then =on,
host, retuining . her hand in his, said iy admiration. Not ouly was she lovely in \aud we'll Jook over the notices together.” | They all say the play is 2 great success.” |home to dinner. I shall look in on

the curtaiv descended for the 1ast time lhe[whn[ bos bren ealled the advanced

applause was overwhelming.

- The actors awl actresses were called and

recailed, and then the andience. with ane! order. Wis waichword waa * thorough,™ .

unanimons voice, sunimoned the author, and in the opinion of most people he wasi§
Directly ¥rank Horsh d, look-{ th

z
B
5

£in other words. he was a Radical. a n
and a Progress]

morning.
I suppose not,” replied Mrs. Tiorsham.
smiliug. "~ Gnod-night, and thank vou so

11 - T e i QUi ks y b ¥ " n 0yt
. v t 5 offensive and thorowghiy im-iquietly and vers gently :—* And you're quite ; hersolf. hut she had # t of all atfrac- The dramatist lay in bed, and glanced st{as I drive down, and thank him far g
ing as pole and nervous as a convict at the | possible. He dressed like a bandit, and he ; Happy now, Yitth nan 2 Ez'i‘;lns in ":lm ,noulh.:xr‘im ff;-‘e“;_;’,w“ W’;Suﬁfe CHAPTER V. the criticisms, all of which were favourable, | impudence.” h A
seaffold, the audience tose in acclamation, | tolked like one. His criticiems on art and i 3 OF ppy.”. she answered. ' coman who hal made his thoughis and - and most of which were wildly enthuslastic. | Marion tossed her head. :
clapping hends, shouting and waving’hand- | literature, published in a morning pa by I'm so glad, mr;; .:Ils Hlo, and had incurnated his first, THE TRUMPET SOUNDS. 31?:;?;'3’1;‘;:59 °ﬂ§dd?§$ttf;§,_gﬂ;ﬂc?):: ne; vours uzﬂ_: h;g;eaﬂh:ke] h‘o’ﬁa“ e,
Jerchiefs: nor werc they satisfed till he|were the despair of the publishers. the Roy: vod it ““apps.” withont {ho  CAITival success. Frank Horsham, the hero of our story, | SHOTIS of pralse, ang thiy W8 et | Never bring him hero agam.” s
reappearad, band iu hand with Petworth, and zil l"s’gl-!hl"- ag people: 5 ncithes ore i O gt e sat down, ehe oured rome scont Fonn

speeches, delivered informally

““ Confonnd him! ” cried Horsham angrily, | But Harsham had the wind in his sy
“ \\'f’ﬂa'i"'s“ th‘em matter, Frank?” asked jand could afford to be magnanimous. .
d Leen a private in the great Marion. ““ My dear Marion, Shart is a good feliny,

tin, .
the manager. ven then the tumult did; in favour ot ihe furlorned Vher finshed face, | thivty-five years of age. For nearly ftleen
not subwide. I{ continned until the curtainjcanses, were fthe vers guiniessonce of | CHAPTER fiL po White vose!™ she said. peeping at him'
rose and diseovered the final gcenme, thexarcasm, aud senrn for soeiety, Jle hal one

here nor thet2. | an a tiny lace handkerchict, and moistened | 07 at ail eventa its central figure, was just )
|

e houlder. I love it! Shall 1 ture, writing much for seanty | ‘‘Save me from my friends! . Short wrote jand has done me many a service, He can'ft
N i ENTER DANA, i ot " Al . CInninE ¥ e ! thig, and it's just like bhis infernal im-|help heing o crank, and his bark is 1
it ine, and i 3p b detests the Idenl: and onc vontemptuous | b A tgice yon some? ™ 3 } B nl winning a certain amount of re . and it's jus P pRIng O Crank, 15 DBTE I8 far wary
ar_i\ls\es swiling aud bowing, and in their} PRI AN e hix acorn  After parting_with Sherl, Horsham - He took out his handberchief. and held - patation. He and iried all sorts of work | pudense. than his bite.
midst the beaming wanuger and the h;lp[!)';n, everyihing the rest of the world con- [oliowad a n > which 1e tit o her.  Smiling  brightiy, sho came; with mose oy 1

author. shaking hands. sidered sacved,  Ho was, in a vord. a - ihegzee-on

ccess, until at thirtyy ' Do you mean to say that Mr. Short; “You're too ;;ﬂod-nah:md. Frank. Hey
a o +
At last, however, the curtain was down | literary bandit—and a  theroughly good O wanlen sis

he turned his atiention to the stage—that i abuses the pla your success. I thoughtiy

close to him and poured the scent upon il g 3
s gome  of Widie.  Tom Tiddler's fround. where so many small | and I'll never speak to him again. looked annoyed last might.”

72 If he does, it’s a shame, | simply jealous o
i Everything has gone off  splendidly 3

itori v, ““He doeen’t exactly abuse it seid! g,rcham laughed, and
once more, the auditorinm was stowly | fellow. ; . ] o ' orsbas Jnshed, wad walked away scscs
emptying. and Hnr"ll‘:am “Z;u(; 0:‘(1\ ‘q:nw S Passing throngh the auditorinm. Iie made - . Ig?rshnm. He rwrites n::iolu?du og cl::lafz the Park, Coming ont close to Marvleboes
mptrIng. 4 sham s © S98O i yia way {o the vestibule, where nearly - about the drama in general. and sneers at | Charch, he fook o cab to Flevtstrost, who
like a triumphant general on the field of | the lights were exfinguished. The firenuin e 8 - X Y = i) AR my piecs incidentallvthat 19, he sneers at | LSt iid Tad T ot o Ch ooy ar e
battle. Ias nhout fo close the irou gates of the = ¥ w3 psyehology. which is the sume thing.” ! running down to the Embankment he fomd
*We've zot there this time™ said Pet-|frant entrance. N oand he pretends to he your fne_udi’ i the office af the “ Trumpet.” Passing ugr
rf cipi crapiration f is: St inute,” said Short; “ 1 “Well, so he is. and he nses a friend’s ! gg ;oo by a side passage, he asceuded ty 1t
warth, wipiug the perspiration from lhis iop & winnte,” said Short; e wanl, ; privilege to tell me what he thinks the ‘last flgor, and knocked at a it dor
forehead with a silk liaudkerchief. P imsf'ex;uﬁl:\;{ i the shdow wear the bos: | Bt B ine comfort e, eversane kuows he's | | Jgor, o oar
good for over a hundred nights, and per- " “bai her cton!

ey office be found a fair. | rather stont |
haps longer. i 1 H

air,
lady in an opera-cloak. She was not
““I hope s0.” returned Horsham; “anly ‘ than thivty years af age, and it

N 5 Y =3 3¢ 3§ wiort te, marked “ Private A voi od
o= p/ﬁ:/,_f-\ B v 2l g ] Jells a crank. and hig eriticism can do n‘o‘l'}'mm: o and obeving. the cn:x‘:::eax;:;,m%s "(r‘::?;
“ 175 i f i z e The * Telegraph * is capita), and the * Times !bimself in the presence of the man he
L g ) ) 2

I (biv /___./-’"—F f ss‘;:‘:;rth'mv;m;:v‘}!ﬂys all mght, whatever | Eg«‘\hhere you are,” gaid Horsh “1
X YAy -ni; . that she had once heen very preit el R M n ¥ N X ham. *T'ra
ane con't alwas depend on frst-night ser-; L0 fooked worn and. tirad, and er fgura| [ s Novertheless, . Horshom_ read Short's

. “had lost the elas!ivity of youth, Ciose to!

come to ask you what the blazes you mean by
i her was a little dark-haired girl of about

that notiee in the T

article again and again with illconcenled rumpet.”
So you've read it?” esclaimed Shert,

Ti's right; make no mistake ahout it; Gudgeon= Tt was written in the critics

it’s right. I saw the Gusher just as he was

el ,’ﬁv‘*—\
Ul

1 style, and signed | ... K}

ten. u<‘mI uncompromising Sty 1 with a ‘grin. .
going away, and he means to praise it sky-| * Frank can't get away,” explained Shor i\’{:;cruc:c.'}melsx::‘-l s Important, ;‘fn;:g J should think I had, though I've m
high. Lord., what a night it has been! tly, *“and he has cd me to see you f V' seen,

patience wilh such gibberish. It's na nse,
old fellow! The play’s a go, 50 you may keep
your hreath to cool your porridge.”

Once or twice. especially during that risky | " £lad it is such a suceass,” said l ,

scene between the major and bLis mistress. | the fady as she tnok his arm.

few passages irem the offending article.
. ‘”II})e c}?’ls:c of the ancient Goddess, who

is

a night of

phosed to have once clathed herself ™\ jgo, e Marion?” asked Short, quietls.
mys heart ws in my hoots; hut all’s well Hhiere’s mo doubi ahout it. Al {rers scautily) ax the Dramatic Muse, il i AL right. 1 hope?” o
that ends well. as the bard sars, and now | the swells are congratulating bim. anl the ; === ; ] e tratnad but_ not foo sagacious | . OF tourse: hut yoi'se in her black hirks
H have s newspaper people are seligited. Thare ! Z e 3 £ ; ji X
well have some Gizz i going 1o male t1 faney. By ; 3

hannds, give tongue, and ihe cry arises, | 107 e¥er. She advised me pever t spak ta
*She is found, she is found ! * Unfortunately| YU SEVCE o oy onoe o i sport, 1
the scent which causes all this enthusinsm | e Blls St Lt P Taft ber Tast an
is generally that of a Red Herring. T snpposes he added. glaeiog b

““The last Red Herring was called Ro-igrn i " con oot home ve Eil?
mance. The present Red Herring is called ; =) . You g Ty late
TRealiem, For the last two years our dra-|,Past four o'clack, Hoxe sou seen ilg
matisis have heen following the latter. With lﬁﬁomlnzgvecfafnr.”,
what result? Gencral confusion, windi-| |, Yea, Poor brute! -
ness, and grashing of teeth. i Wha's the poor brute, pray?

3 wan called Zala exclaimed, Let ys| ‘“Your crilic, Valentine Fose. Haw tls
have th truth at-any price,’ end he sought | creature cackles over your last egz! 1l
i in the shamhbles and the drains, A man|might almast have laid it }'u'r_nsulf.
called Tlanbert eaid *Let us see what a) | 1t's a wonderful notice!
woman is made of.’ and he laid a female| ' Wonderful, iruly. Foxe et pretersa
corpse on {he dissecting-tnble. Since that|nilil. How. much has Petworth giten bim
e the stadent of literature and the drama | Jor 32 And what has poor Miss"Meredith
hos heen compelied to hold his nose. Every | done to deserve anch a eastigation N
ferw daya the critics, rarried away by some|  Why. he praises her to ile Leavens
new stench, have cried, ' Lp, a masterpiece! | cried, Horham. o
Lo, a tritmph of realism!’ And meantime| .. Yes, that’s the worst of it -
it has been quite forgotten that there is| < Shedoesn’t know him from Adam?
just as much realism in the sc%nt f-{( Bhumel i\\;ﬁ;ﬁs o g;x;f’z s'}:)r!fm Short! T sk
A:le“x; that of a dead hody—or of a Red Her- vou Fave i e genus. Pat ho wnt .
“3fr. Frank Horsham it the last convert | copy. and his influence is enormons.

i ta the science of Drysaltery. He hegan very| My dear Horsham, .retu'r‘n_ed Shol

: well indeed, and we had high hapes of him | liberately lighting his pipe,
when his two Jast plays were damned; for|of that article satd T was a D
it almost seemed that he might hecome a)a Dig, hig 1) (as he says of
dramatist. Unfortunately. since that time{return to my lowly bome, cease tn helirve
he has been attracted hy the yelping of thejina heneﬁtgnt'}’wvxdence, and nusetly ke
hounds, who discover masterpicees. lnstead | ont my brains, . .,
of stopbing where he was, i the region of | *** Hawks shouldn’t pluck ont bawks een.
sentimental vel charming commonplaces, he | You're a critic yourself, as I inow to iy
has defermined to turn, Realist. Now, anlcost. By the way, what did you mean by

“I:ull'nqx the n},ﬁre l‘lnnro;sat:l:)ln the stage | {he bye. Frank wanted ine fo Jake you ronnd, | T i
as heing rapidly cleared. The scene. a|but 1 foid him yom were tired end wouwid:  BRge S SR
drawing-room. was left standing, but the{ rather go home.™ ; Sk \ e /’)«,‘:}1&%
furniture and properties were removed,| s Short uttered this white jie. he saw| SSSaasna =
giving place to a lasge table covered with | his companion's eves sparkle happily and her}
a snowy cloth, on which trays of wine |face fush with ple: . H
glasees, plates of sandwiches. and hottles ! “Yau were quite right.” she cried.
of chumpugne were soon rapidly spread.|sliould only be in the way, bul it was so
Meantime numbers of gentiemen and Indies 1 good of Frank to want me to he there’ ™ |
in evening drexs began ta appear on le Short growled a surly assent, and they
stage. They were the nsual fashionahieipyssed out of the theatre iute the strzef.
contingent invited hy Potwerth to parlekel whore he hiniled 2 hansowa, handed the
of the festivities on A first-night: members!ip, and. entering himself. drew ike 0 i
K Larisfocrs well-known barristers | zir] on his kne», t0!d the cobman to
and solicitora, lemling netresses, and eritivs | drive to Stanhape-street, Regent's Pavk.
whp wrote for the minor jonrnals. i It was a fine moonlight night in early
R ake up the curtrin! ™ cried Petworth {spring. The streets were almost rmptr. and
into the flies, and ‘R‘, the curtain went, | the public-houses were just ciosing
showing the empty anditoriun. was midnight, and n Satnrd A
The stage was soon crowded, a babble of | yatiled along northward, the
voices filled the air. the popping of cham- fact asleep with her head
pagne corks was heard, and Petworth end | digulder, for she
Caufield, his faithful lientenant or acting [ The mother sat quietly thinki
menager, moved - everywhere, beaming | blue wistfnl eyes looking quictlx hefare her, ©
haapitably, and veceiving cougratulations. “It’s n good thing for Frank,™ said
My dear Horalnm,” said a tall, cleaun- t, after o long sileuce. T lear lte has |
shaven person, witlh a low forehead aud a!zlveady heen offered large rovulties, awd
_large chin, “aoccept my congratulations. | bix sum down for the Smeriven rights, I
Your play will be popuiar. and will makc
money, in spite nf jis merits as literature,
which are counsidernble.”
“1 was afraid yon might think it old-
hioned.” ans d Horst smiling,
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““on account of its huappy ending.”
~ “Really?” said the clean-shaven person,
teturning  the smile. “Do  yon mean,
ahsolutely, that i
Be happr? 1 thouglt that your design, in
ermilting your bero (o marry the heroine.
was to suggest the Nemesis in store for all
men who achieve their ideals.”
Here the conversation was interrupted by
a dapper Jittle man with light swhiskers amid
a lisp, i‘"l“." addressed the author, aud said
by uli;

3

Tdealist turned Realist is a sorry sight; a|saying that I imifated Spintop?
Poct _turned Prig is a thiug to weep over.| **Didn’t you:” asked Short, with arother
The ingenions -Mr. Spintop, baving written {grin. o
“ A Modern Aspasia ’ on the impossible thesis| ~ * Certainly not. My piece is original, or
that Morality has something to do iith | nothiug.” o
Society, the ingemious Mr. Harsham wri Short leaned back in his cnair and langhed
‘A Daughter of Circe’ a the E quietly, then with a suddea change of man-
more  impossible—that Character, likejncr. and a ﬁnick gleam of his keen datk
Morality, 1s merely a Formuls, The resultieyes. he cried:— B |
in both cases ir that wost hideous of all|{ "**He’s original, or nothing! Ha hashs
literary disasters—a fnshionable success. about a lie, Le bleats with tbe flock. he hrars
““We harve, for the time being, under the [ with the crowd, and he says he is * original.
benign Hebraic influence of the ‘Morning{ Original! I'm sick of the word, as I
Telephane,” ahandoned of | sick of the whole tribe of selfish egotists
the Jews, and have gone to the other estreme | who call themselves artists.”
~that of representing the Jews as in all| «Jt seems to me, my friend, cbat you1o
respects heautiful and saintly. The presentisick of most things.”
Lumour is to persecute, libel, dissect, and | ™ To Frank Horsham' and maur others
generally vility Womanhaed. A callow | Marcus Aurelivs Short seemed a savage
anther, who in the old times would have}mgass of inconsistencies, But be was an
started with the assumption that all women | gident champion of Women, So far a1
are angels, now leaps into fame hy asserting | regarded this phase of fis opigians. Le nat
(it all women are beasts. The shartest| o Cveritable Don Quixote. spporiing tha
ent fo noloriety is to write something ana- [ weaker wex mncompremisingly in_all its
tomical about one’s wife, one’s sweetheart, | strugries towards emaucipation, and resers-
one’s maiden aust, or one’s mother-in-law. |ing all his contempt and satire for that sex
We could £1l our columns with the names | ghich is generally considered the stronger,
of masterpieces of this kind, from those of | "} cacing the moody chevalier des dames
Flaybert to those of Mr. Spintop. to Lis books and papers, Horsham jumped
o The last masterpiece was produced 1ast| iy, o cab, and rattled down o his club,
night, and will he profsed i every news ¢p o 'pillctante, situated in Piccadilly.
paper this morning. The audience shouted | B this timie it was two o'clock. He ats
Uself hoarse, and, the eritics drank them.|, Lutlet and drank a glass of wine, and weat
selves delirious. As uct after not of morbid | § o1 L5 S VIR B BNGR 00 SRS S e
pathology nufolded itself, we sat lost in won- a sose far his buitonhole. Once in the
dler, for in the ceutre of a phalanx of women | (&~ o hesitated & moment rvefiectizely,
impossibly  viclous the ‘belated Idealist!gnd then made his way to a forist's at the
turned Reslist had placed a woman impos- Circus, where he purchased a houquet of
sibly ¥virtuons. We will not go so far as fo choice fipwers.
sy thab uo good women eun be auite W7 )"y ere minnites Tater he was raftling in a
fuous, hut we do contest with all our guas |y ycony westward, his destination Setog
that few, vicious womel, can altogether, o6 | Souil) Rensington, where Miss Meredith re-
cape LN morel. e ¥ Pt i .
o shoms dran vory brettlly played by |sided with lier father and mother- .
Miss Diana Meredith, was so infected with ( T be continued int to-morror’s “« Express.”}
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beg ¥our pardon, Mr. Horsham, but

Meredith is asking for you.”

Where is she?”” asked the dramatist.

“In ler dressing-room, sir. She's too
tired, ehe says, to come upon the stage, and
she’s anxious {o get home.”

* Teli_her I'll he with her directly.”

. he little man, who was no other than
Jackson. the perruquier of the establish-
ment, nodded and disappeaved in the crowd.
~ The buzz of canversation and the popping
of champagne corks continued. Evershody
s nking.  chatterin and  smidiug.
Wherever he looked. Horsham met oniy
Xindly glances and words of approbation.
His triwmph wns complete, but he was
sensible enough to rate it exactly at its
worth.

. * The sveopbants!”” he thought to himself.

“Had the picce failed, not one of them
would have had a good word for me, though
ther would have drunk Pelworth's wine
all the same.”

A fan touched him on the arm, and turn-
ing, he encountered the dark eves and laugh-
ing mouth of Mus, Frankfort Clive, a weii-
known Jouding actress. N

‘1 shal) never Jorgive yon,” cried MMra.
Clive, in a deep barilone soice. ** for mot
offering me the part of Barbara. That
woman was simply awfnl.”

“Did you think her so bad?” asked N v
Horsham dryly. "1 thought she played =g
very well indeed.”

1 i J i = e =
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vessed her? Petworth's taste. I suppose? i
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got up for a parade on Margate Pier.’ :1! ? 4
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Youwll adwit, st any rate, that Miss ; 3
Ty
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Meredith was perfectia

“ Yes, she was all right.” said the actress
eoldly, A little amauteuvish, of course,
bt decidetly clever. Who coached her?

NEW GCENTURY WATGCHES

Mother Corne, J sippose? ™ ) FOR NE
. h" f nr]) :conth)ibnlg :\'hnterelr. echEPt /}"; 7 :’_(gj::%\} START THE W YEAR WITH A

the few hints 1 was able to give her, She G A R

is a genius, and irom this night forward _‘_,A’-g:y- B O S

B hine's mata T Y MAPPIR BROTHERS' WATEH.

. Butl‘;-hfat‘la'pn!tt! \.{'l‘ulml‘t see how any- Ziil

gne couid fail 1n at. ¥ have you never

written a part like fhat far me? ° £25s. & £2 10s. 220, REGENT STREET. ¥
sham  laughed, ang TN a .

mmade bis way {nwards the wings. At evers sen. 66, CHEAPSIDE, EC.

step ke took he had ta stop and shake hands |

with some zentous ndmirer. At last, how-!
ever. he had ewaped the throng, and was
making his wuy towards the dressing-roams
I":mn ie mmcllnce to im‘)e‘ with a s}mrt,
thick-set, bearded man, who wore a large . 12 _
cloak and a soft widenwake, und had gener- leoked as pleased and happy as a child. Poor little woman!
alls the appearance of an amiable hrigand.

A90h? hers you arel™ suid this persan . .
abruptly. ** Do vont kuow Marion is waiting i only hope he won’t eatch the usual com-ling-roome, paused hefore a door on
for you in the vestibule? T wanted to bring : plaint. and get ‘swelled bead, . iwas lac
her round, but she thought youd yather| What’s that?” asked his companion, | legend,
she didn’t come.” - H $tly,
. *T thonght she'd gone bome! ™ said Hors- i
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““They call it * sweiled bead * when a man
ham, with a frown. tfalla in love with his own cler

N amd Now. in o Ho
“Yon mean you fargot all about her.”{becomnes a nuisance to evervhady ““Was she =0 had as all that? ” asked the ) moment as it were, 2 he touch of
nm‘n‘l’ed e ather grofiy.  Well are vou | “Oh, bul < is not a bit like that, ring camatist. laughing. . |fairs wand, his triumph bad eome to hin, OUR CASH SYSTEM connection
ready. or shall I fetch Ler vound?? j though he is o clever: ” on the lu ‘“ Had is not the ward, my dear.” replied futitre position was assured, ith any athie
Horshom hesitated, looking very per-| * Good fortune is far barder to hear than gacette:  then the daot i the actr ‘she was awful! And then—i Pe very handsome, with the SAVES YOU 50°%. wih any
plexed aol apnoyedl. |bad.” aunswered the philosopher. *“Many : ojiened, and the voice said, " Come in!”| ber dresses’ They were 2 nightmure, alappearance” of a  tall,  powerfuliv-built fiem.
“Do me a favour,” he snid at last. *T,2 man, who has heen u thoronghly good ! He entercd. hat in hawil. wanvais réve. But piease don’t let us talk | soldier rather than that of a wan of letters, MAPPIN BROS.
ean’t get mwoay just yel. Ses her into a|fellow when down on his luck. bas becowel Unlike the other dressing-rooms u_the)of her, for that way modness Yies. 1 wautihe had few or nove of the personal nffecta- « (Estd. 1810) AWARDED
cab, and tell ber 'l follow her as soon asja snob and a prig direetly he has grown |theaire, the room was prettily twinished. ifo thank vou now for giving me the great|tions of his class. He dressed like a gentle- -_—
- possible.” - suceessful.” The floor was earpeted; the window was/|chance of my life, and to assure you of my { man, i

. o ut his hair short, and, with the ex- . TWO GOLD
P The bearded man growled, setting bis hat] * Frauk is a gentleman!” cried his com-!hung with Liherly curtains: (here were |eternal gratitude!” i ception of & small black moustacbe, was 220, REGENT ST., W. / MEDALS
on the back of his head and jooking steadily | panion. “He would pever be 2 snob aor!pictures on the i in one corner, con-i ' The part js nothing—it is your playing !cleau-shaven. - AND PARIS, 190,
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shoulders, and was turning away when |unfortunate, and never properly understood.” {a Jarge Jnpanese sereeun, and opposite to i “* Don’t you believe it! Tt's a great part, {stafl of u great dally newspaper, he had X 1
Horsham ‘added i — & ey “ Humply! * wns i choval glass, hefore which, attended | and great ports make fine acticsses. I | maried. oot 66, CHEAPSIDE, E.C. weusi s Beanetes.
“You'll come brek yourself, Short, and! They alighted at a small house on the{hy a French maid, was Miss Mere . She|hegan to think T should never make a hit| The cvent feok place somerwhere in the .
we can have a chat?” edge of Regent's Park. A\ sleeny servant- jhud exchanged her stage costume for un_ the stage. Only fancy: T'm quite an 3
“Not 1.” was the reply. " T see tbe]girl, not too tidy in let them {dressing-gown oc wrapper, over which herald woman—iweniy-two next birthday, an
litile wontan home, and lwve o pipe at the;in, and they entered a s beautifal hair—a glorious chestnut, shot!if you hadn't turned up, like a dear old
fireside, I don’t care for those smobs on |the ground floor. The table was 3 riwith  reddisii  gleams—fell  luxuriantly. | magician, I might have been a failure till
ihe stnge. opd she wanis someone 46 talk)swpper. and a glwnce wt the ey face was fushed, her lavge grey eyestha end of wy da; .
to. T suppose you'll he Iate? ™ showed that it wus not particularly clean. jshining brightly, »s she gzreeted the; Here there wusa kn
«*T don' -Lnovw. erhaps. The play went| The little girl was so sleepy and worp- | dramntist with 2 friendly nod und smile, Popened gently, while e
t: out that she was at ance sent to bed under {and efiered him her hawvd.” “Mr, Petwortl’s compliments. and
““Yes, it went wall enough. It's the sortjuvare of the servant. “1 suppore,” she said with would like to ses Miss Meredith on the
of stuff that playgoers secm to like—the| * Will vou have some supper?” asked |laugh, **that 1 also 1 stege.”
wonden-headed bheasts!” i Mrs, Horsham. * I suppose I'rank will sitp | lations. ou see T have already “"Not to-night. Saunders,” eried the lady.
* Of course L could never aspire todplcas- at the Ilhenh‘e. ltlrr at the _ti-‘,uh? ]I Kh:lughg ing yn])\ r health !,“ " 4 a balt sied !" Tlell ].|ilm l(;m hio lir‘clll,”’ slee l]llhl d g
ing Marens Aurclius Short!”” said the|we might come home together, so I ordered A champegne hottle and a half-emptied | the door closed; “T really do feel v ad, however, one crowning merit in | taitor 35, 58, C < -
dramatist with a sneer, It's good enough | & lobsfer.” wineslass stoad on the table. out, and too exeited to see anybod, ant's  eyes—sh bioped  her T g SKIRIS ,:adp’s ma azime ”
for the public, at any rate!™ - -1 dined late,” wos the veplys “but T 105 I, rather, that ought to congratu- 3 why 1 made paspx aud mamma goih td, and thought him the cleverest 9 ’ 4
* Avything s good enough for them!” |sit and watch you.” ste youl® suid Horsham. “1i the play |siraight home, and uot borg me by coming |fellow iv all the world. CUT-0UY PATTERN OF A BEAUTIFUL BLOUSE.
cried Short., Il tell you, though, I| *Oh. I'm not hu gé-f' T'd much rather [suceceds I shall owe it all o on2 person,” | round, Mrs, Horeham was in front, wasn't i
noticed ane veally heautiful thing to-night, talk about the play. eas: 3 i
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and_it made amends for evervthing.' and then you shall tell me what yvou think | who weuld net act well, with such a part?” s pretty.” honie till early marning. He found Marion 5 *;16_\3; lr‘és)m.‘l CENT] —
“Tndeed! what was that*"” asked]about it all. I can’t tell vou how glad I| She glanced at the maid, who tripped| Horsham coloured up, but made na reply, (slecping tranquilly, and on the coverlet. NEW MISSING WQRD_COMVETITIO: GET B COPY AT ONEE
Harshom, pricking np hia ears. am, for Frank’s sake, that the piece ia a[siiently fo the door. and disappeared, ! while Miss Meredith watched him with § fallen from her little haud at the moment THREE GUAPHAPHONES GIVEN AWAY. as 0 .
““Your wife’s face!” returned Short|success, as of course it onght fo be, seeing | closing the_door behind her. For a  few it —
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