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CHAPTER 11. 
MARCUS AURELIUS." 

by tenijic-nmenL nii-.i 

CHAPTER 1. Ins a chiM when you came before fl.e 
THE CURTAIN RISES. •^'^'l' The lest af (he audUuce o n h y A " -

I h e r e could lie no riouht about it whaJever ( the Hun-ROfl. thp fontiliiiii <.f ali lite ii 
—tho p l ay wjis an unqualified success, j ifftht. Poor l i f l l? woiuan: " 
Dur ing the two fii-st acta its fate had hung \ So saying. Shor t disappeared, 
in the b-ilance. but the great fccnc in the i "^O'"" '̂"""t"** '̂' 
penul t imate ac t carried a l l beloro i t . and 
the drop fell to uiiiuistakablG signs of en-
ihus iasm. T h e last act, though somcirhat 
Blow and e ip lana tory . wus jirctty enough to 
.sustain the f.irourahio impression, and when 
the cur'.aiu descended for the las t t ime the 
Bpplan.se n-na overnhclni ing. 

The actors and actrtases were foiled and 
recal led, and then the audience, wi jh one 
unanimons voice, .summoned liie author . 

Direc t ly Frank Ilorshum appeai-cd, look-
i n s P^ ' ^ '- îid nctTOtts as ii convict a t tbe 
scaffold, (he audience rose in acdama l ion , 
c lapp ins hunrla, shouting and ivavinffTiand-
-liarchiefs; nor were they satisfied ti l l he 
roappeured. hand iu hand with Petworfl i , _ 
the JU-innKor. V.ypw tlicn the tumul t d id 
no t sutiside. II coniiiinpd unti l t he cur ta in 1 CBU5P3, 
rose and discoveipd the final scone, (he • i'Srcnsni, 
aitisteft smil ing nml bovrhiy. anil in Uteir^ 
midst the beauiiug nianu[;cr and (1) 
author, shaking hand-. 

A t last , however, the curtain w 
once more, tho audifori 

what has been t a lUd Ibe miv-Tnced s(.'h;ii>I 
in od ipr words, lie tras a Knii i tal . a ro:ilisl-
and a Progressionist of the most ft.irlc.-; 
order. I i ia watrbword waa " ibDioi igh, ' 
and in the opinion of most people he wa^ 
thoroughly offensive and thoroughly ini-j quietiy 
possible. H e dressed l ike a baudif. and he j ' ' " P f 
ta lked l ike one. i l i s cri t icisms on a r t and " 
l i terolure, published in a morning paper, 
were (ho despair of the pubiisbcr--. (he Koyai 
Academy and all r i^hl- thin^ing peopio; . . 

his pol i t ical apcecbes. d e l i v o m ! iuformal 'y 
il ii\w.-iys in tavo. ir ot the f<irlo:u9.4? 

• - ' a n y more about money, will be? ainl wc | innking in tho gins?. l lc i 
n =!iaU li2 aide lo p ly iKc tTudfS'.HMi'a b i l ls? ' ladijvwl. her evp^ ppuYklins. her wbole f jnmc 
II 1 didn't liU 1o tcli biin, E>,.t 1 h.-.d a dread- • i.iil nf .-rliundaiif happiiirs':. T n . l y -Miey 
d fui scene (!iis sjiomins (vhiie Kr:n.!r was at ' did not err who railed her lieautinil, and 

rehearsal. The ijrcensriHcr cu i ie , and ' she had (he sweetest ot a l l charms. (Uat of 
[lauldn't %n away .vithout h i - money. W e l l , • y o n l h . Her eyes werp soft ye t passionate, 
everything n i l l be a l l l ight now: " : her eyebrows clark and finely pencilled, her 

in fhi^ strain }-lrP. Uorshani prattled on.: nose Cfrccian, tboush jus t a little inclined 
ivbii;- Shorl smoked liir pipe and listened ; (o (urn heavenward at tho tip. her forehead 
[liiifiinatically- <li^-honr - i i io -passed , and Lroad and low—the true (rons minima of 
theip was »n p-f-ii oi r n m k . ,VI last Sho r t , the aacienls . I f the facs had a fault, i t 

vh.,_i , • I • _ ( n. 1 rn^e ami ]>rcpai^l to taViD b i s Ifavi-, was one wViich onr ance-slorj^ sonsideved an 
bhort was a c y m e by tempe.-ament. ami .. [̂ .̂  ,,Vc u,y waiv-iig.^' he said. " and ! addil iouai beau tv~ thc lipi m somewhat 
]oiLrnaIist hy profession. He he .ons^d to ynu'd betlcv -.'el to bed. 1 expect I-iank ' too full and sensuous, the under one rî .G 
' • ' ' - . . y^an't be borne (ill niorniug.-" and luw-iftus. as i[ ^to tiuote Suck l ing ' s 

•• i -suppoif* no : , " rpplic.i Mrs. Uorsbnm. • famous bal lad) : — 
smil ing. " lioDd-nigli'.. and lhank voii s o , . , , , -, , 
much for brincing lae bon,c." | ^ " " ' ^ had s tung it newly. 

T b ? y shook_han'ls at the door, and (ben t X o wonder that Horsham looked . 
Short , retaining her iiand m his. said j „ ndmiration. Not oulv was she lovelv 

'•''.'.I-:' ""̂  '•'•'^'^: l>eisolf. but she had (he finest of all a t t W -
(ions in an author's eyes—she was the 
woman who had made bis Iboughl.s and 
v.oids l ive, and had incumated his first 
thcalr icai success. 

As he sat down, she poiire<l some scent 
on c t inv lace handkerchief, and moistened 
her ilnsbed iacf , 

" W h i t e rose"." I'ho said, peeping at birc. 
over her .shoulder. " I love i ( : Shal l 1 

it towards hiin as if about to kif.s i t 
she thisbed and drpw hacl:. 
-• i \ r : : "."hesoJd d:ci.=ivoIy. Then , amil ing. . . . . . . . . . . . . ~ - r IS" 

she (ook up a I)ottrinct from ihe dressing-; Marion was di'essed and moving s i lent ly 
tabic, salcet?.! r. rase, and pienaved to place^ about; tbe roam. H e l ay ,8tiU, and watched 
it in his buttonhole, det.aching for tha t pur- . . 

and looked long and wis t f a l ly a t her Bmihng 
face. 

When he awoke Inte the nex t 

litt le 
(HI, ,ves. quit.^ happy." 

with sparkl iny uves. "I'n 
rTj .nk 's s a k e ' . " 

Khe prnnoiin^ed it " "appv, 
h."" but that is neither hert 

she answered. • 
[i so glad, for 

," witboul (he 

.. l i t t le bunch of violets. 
•' Who {rave you ihe^e? " slie asked. 

I _ | hoiight them," he replied, not t l n n k -
iiig it ucce.-sari- to explain that they had 
been given [o him hy his wife. 

" S u r e ? " ' 
" l ^ i i l e pisre." 
She tbrciv the violets on the dressing-

tabic . 
" Wel l , von shall wear my flowers in 

f u h n e . if yni; are very good." 
And she placed (he rose in his luittnniiole, 

• to-morrow e.-rly, 
itices together." r the 

autl seoni for =oeip!y, He Intd one 
in'\.tlie I d e a l ; and owe vont^mptuftus. 

Icrm. " l- 'ormulas." to e-tpre.-"i his aenrn 
"^in>i f,f oTcrylhinp the rest of the world con

sidered sacred. Uo was . in a >Tord. 
as down 

slowly 
"tboronghl.v good »• l i terary bandit—ai 

fellow. 
emptyini; , and IforsUam stood on the stage. 1, i)}^ ai iditorinm. he made 1 
l ike a tr iun:phant general on the field o f j ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ' ^ ^ ^ 1 : 1 : ^ ' 

!wns about to close the iron -ates of t h e : 
' W e ' v e got there this t ime," said P e t - | I r o n t outrance. 

worth, wiping the perspiration from bi.s i " Stop a minu te . " said Shor t ; " we want _ 
forehead with a s i lk haudkerchief. " I t ' s ' - . , .t. , : 
good for over a hundred nighta. and P^^-^^iTtf^^^^Si^^J^^^iSr^^^l 
Laps longer. i jnrty ii> an opera-cloak. She was not ley.^j 

" I hope s o , " returned Horsham; " o n l y than th i r ty years of age. and it wr>s CIĵ KIJ 
one can ' t a lways depend on first-night ver- \}"^^ she had once been very preJty, but h e r , 

' fare looked worn .and tireii. and her figure: 
• ad Io.«t tbe elasMcitv of voutb . Clr 

C H A P T E R i n . j " 
ENTER niANA. 

. \ n o r parliiir; with ShoH, I!orshai!i ' I! 
foliowcrl a narrow pijss:̂ .̂̂  which k-d pr.sl ' il J 
(bo gr.->pi>.iooni. and. asfBnrl'ng a shnrt, (iight clor ; lending to tlic Indies 'd 

her quiet ly . She had taken h is dresa-coat 
from the cha i r where i t had been flung 
eareiessly, and wa.i looking a t the rose m 
tho buttonhole. She looked up, me t h i s eyes, 
and smiled question in p ly . 

" W h a t t ime is i t ? be asked. 
" E leven o 'c lock," she answered. 
"I lost vour but tonhole ." ho said with a 

yawn. " and had to buy another- H a v e y o u 
atnt for i h e newapapcTB?/' - . , . , 

' " Y e s , F r a n k , " she replied, coming t o the 
. bedside, and bending down to kiss h im, 
v.-hile he r eyes were full of happy tears . 
" I'VE got them al l here. T h e y ' r e sp lendid : 
T h e y a l l aav the p lay i s a g rea t succefls." 

_ _ The dramatis t lay i n bed, and glanced a t 
. T^^r-.^ the cri t iciams, all of which were favourable , 

CHAPTER IV. and most of w h i c h were w i l d l y enthusiast ic . 
THU TRUMPET SOUNDS. There was only one donbtful voice m the 

F . a „ k «.r .J.„. . he „ „ o „ f „ , „ . , „ , > • ^^Z^iSSS JSU^L'-S't" * 
t)v at ail events i!a central figur'', was jns t " Confound h i m ! " c r i e d Horsham angnl.v, 
thivSy-rive years of age. For nearly fittoen. " W h a t ' a t he mat ter . F r a n k ? " asked 
vrnrs he bad i*en a private in the great j Mar ion. , . j , _^ i 
arniv ol litrrf.ture. wr i t ing much for scanty i Save mo from m y fnencia. Short; wrote 
TOY." a,^d winwiug a certain amount of re- this , and i t ' s jus t l ike hia inferna l im-

lok nut his handkcrrhic-f, and hold putat ioa. H e iiad iried a i l sort.-i of work ! P"denee ." 
31-. Smil ing br ighl ly . sho c a m e . with more or less success, unti l a t thi r ty 1 , DQ you mean tp say tha t M r . Shor t 

him and pour:;d the scent upon i l . ! he tniiicd his at lcnt ion to the stase—that i abuses the p l a y ? Tr he does, i t s a g b a ; - -
th ing has gone off sp lendid ly , ' ' i Tom Tiddler\'^ ground, whore so many smal l I and I II never speak to him aga in . 

" H e d o e s o t exact ly abuse i t , " said 
Hor-Hham. " H e writes a column of chaff 
about the drama in general , and sneers a t 

dic^tf 
" I l - ' s r igh t ; make no miatako about i t ; 

i t ' s r ight . I saw the Gusher just as he was 
going away, and be meaus to praise i t sky-
h igh . Lord, what a night i t has b e e n ; , 
Once or twice, espeeially dur ing t ha t r isky 
ficene between the major and h is mistress, 
my heart was in my hoots; hut a l l ' s well 

I l i t l lo dark-haired girl of aboui 

" F rank can't get awa.v," explai 
quiet ly , " a n d ho has asked nie t 
home." 

" I am so glad it is such a succ 
tbe lady as she took b i s arm. 

V c s ; there's no doiibi about il 
t ha t ends well, as (he bard BOVH. and n o w M h e swells are congratula t ing him. .ind thi 
-we-n have some ftzr/.- ' »ewt=p:.per people .are del ighted. T h - . - i . j 

' g o i n g (o mako a night of it. f fancy. Hy 
(be bye. Krnnk wanted ine to l ake yon round, 
but 1 (old him you wera tired f ud wouUl 
rather go home." 

As Short nt^tered this white iie. he sa 
, . , , his companion's eyes sparkle happi ly and h' 

wlneli t r ays of wme- face iluah with ph 
indwiches. and bo t t l e s : " Vou v 

was being rapidly cleared. T b e 
drawing-room, i .as left standing, but tht 
furniture and properlies were removed, 
g i v i n g place to a large (able covered wi th 
a snowy cloth, on whieli t r ays ot 
glasfes, pla(e.s of s ' ' 
of champagne wen. , 
Jleantiuic, nun\hers of geutlemi 
in evening dress beg^n to aj.,,. 
stage. T b e y were the usual fashionable 
contingent invited by Pctwcr th to par take 
of the ffstivilicjt on a first-night: members ^ „ 
.ot tho ari.sforraiy, well-known barriftors pirJ 
and solicitor.', leailiug actresses, and cr i t ics ' • • 
who wrote lor the minor j . 

les. .and hottles : " o u were finite r igh t . " she cri 
rapidly spread. I-hoiild onlv be in the way . bill it 
emen and l a d i e s . goo<l of Prank to want me to be tb 

" T a k e up, the curt .- . in!" cried Petwor th 
in to (be flies, J-nd " p the curtain wont, 
ehowing the empty audi tor ium. 

T h e stage was soon crowded, a babble of 
voices filled (he air , the popping of chnin-
paE»e corks was heard, and Petwoi ih and 
Caiifield. h is faithful l ieutenant or act ing 
m.-'nnger. moved - everywhere, heaining 
hoapitabty. and vwe iv iug cougratnlat ions . 

" 3Iy dear HoLaUain," said a ta l l , c lean-
nhaven person, with a low forehead and a 
large chin , " a c c e p t my congnitniat ions. 
Y o u r p lay wil l be popular, and will make 
money, in spite of its meri ts as l i terature, 
which are considerable ." 

"1 was afraid yon might th ink i t old-
fashioned," answeird Horsham, smil ing, 
" o n aceonnt of its happy end ing ." 
- " I t e a l l v ? " said tiie clean-shaven person, 
Te tuming the smile . "Vo you mean, 
absolutely, tha t you intended the ending to 
lie happvV 1 thought that your design, in 
psrinitting youi- hero to marrj- the heroino. 
was to .suggest the Ncmesi.i in store for al l 
men who achieve their idea ls . " 

Here the conversation w.-is interrupted bv 
a dapper l i t l le m:nj with light whiskersand 
a lisp, who addressed the author, and said 
iBspectfnliy:— 

" I beg .vour pardon. M r . Horaham, but 
J l i ss Meredith is asking for y o u . " 

" W h e r e is she ? " aeked the dramat i s t . 
" I n her dressing-room, s i r . She 's too 

tired, she says, to como upon the stage, and 
ehe's ans ious to get home." 

" T e l l he r I ' l l be with lier d i rec t lv . " 
T h e l i t t le man. who was no other than 

Jackson, tho perriiqiiier of tho eatablish-
loent , nodded and disappeared in the crowd. 
- The buzz ot conversation and tho popping 
«f champagne cork^ cont inued. Everybody 
was drinViing. chat ter ing, and smjViug. 
Whereve r he looked. Hor.iham met only 
k ind ly glance.s and words of approhatiu.i. 
H i s t r iumph was complete, b u t he was 
sensible enongh to rate i t exac t ly a t i t s 

gooti of Prank to want me to be then 
Short growled a surlj- assent, and ihej 

passed out of tho theatre iiilo the ^lr:^ef, 
where he bailed a bansoin, hnnded the lad; 

id, entering himself, d.-ew tbe tl t ih 
, -0 his kne? . and !o 'd the ciibmaa t( 
ilrive to Stan hope-street, HcKenfA V n i k . 

I t wa.'i a fine moonligbl Digh' in earli 
.•pring. The streets wore almosl rmpt.v. am 
the public-hOHSos were just c losing, for il 
was midnight , and a Saturday . A f (he 
ratt led along northward, the li t t le p i n fel 
fast aideep with her head on ShorCa 
,«liouIder. for she was conij>!otely tired nut. 
T h e mother sat qniet ly th inking , with her 
blue wistful e.ves looking i^iiietlv before her. 

" I t ' s a good th ing for fratifc." said Mr. 
Short, after a long si lence. " I hear he hap 
already been ottered largo royalties, and a , 
big sum down for the American r ights . 1 ' 1 

, though 

rate, that ilisa 

rorih. 

..oiild have had a good w o n ! for , 
thev wonld have drunk I 'e taor th 
al l the same." 

A fan touched him on the arm, and turn
ing, he encountered the dark eyes and laugh
ing mouth of .Mis. Frankfor t C l ive , a weU-
known leading actress. 

" I shall never forgive yon . " cried Mrs . 
C l i v e , in a deep bari tone voice, " f o r not 
offering me the part of Barba ra . Tha t 
woman was simply a w f u l . " 

" D i d you think her so b a d ? " asked 
Horsham dryl.v. " 1 thought she played 
v e r y well indeed." 

" Y o u don't mean that . I know. . W h o 
dressed her? Petworth 's taste. 1 suppose? 
She looked l ike a .fcwcss from Jlr.ida V a l e , 
got np for a parade on Margate Pi 

" Y o u ' l l admit , a t anj-
Jleredi th was perfection? 

" Y e s , she was all r igh t . " said the actress 
co ld ly . " ,\ l i t t le amateur ish , of course, 
hu t decidedly clever. W h o coached h e r ? : 
Mothe r Coyne. J su j iposo?" I 

" S h e had no coaching whatever , e s c e p f 
the few hin ts I was able to give her. She 
i s a genius, and from th i s night forward 
her fortune's m a d e . ' " 

" B u t what a pa r t ! I don't see how any
one could fail in i t . W h y have you never 
writ ten a part l ike that for m e ? " 

Horsham langlied, and Viirning aivay 
made his way towards the wings. . \ t evefi 
• tep he took be had to stop and .•shake hand: 
wi th some r.ealous admirer . A t last , how 
ever, he hod ewapcd the throng, and wa 
making his wav towards the dressing-rooms 
when he came' face to face with a short, 
thick-set . bearded man. who wore a large 
c loak and a soft wideawake, and had gener-
a l lv the appearance of an amiable brigand. 

. " O h ! here you a r e : " said this perarfii 
abruptl.v. " Wo von know Marion is wai t ing 

" T h e masterpiece of fa>-day Ls the fof.ji 
•f to-morrow. S i r . Horsham's drama wii 

flontiab I m u r i a u t l y . and fossilise. We stm 
hopo better things of h im." 

" I suppose he knows wha t he meaii<i '• 
said Horaham. tossing the newspaper aside-
" I ' m sure I d o n ' t ! ' ' 

Ho dressed himself, feeling in the hichcet-
of Fpirits, and came down to breakfast"Tli, 
p lay had gone BO smoothly tha t no r«hear<"| 
had been-ca l led ; so he had plenfv of timl 
to spare. He laughed and chatted merriW 
vrith wiiB aBd l i t t l e daughter, bt,lh ff 
whom looked a t him with wonder aiid ..,} 
miration, as the most glorified of hue-." 
beings, 

" 1 shall lunch down town, and then -ona 
home to dinner. I shall look in on Shiji+ 
as I dr ive down, and lhank him for 'qjs 
impudence." 

Marion tossed he r head. 
" I f he had writ ten ufce that of rie, 

•would never foiT;ive h i m . 1 hope ,voa ujn-
never br ing h i m hero a g a i n . " 

B u t Horaham had the wind in his sail. • 
B,nd could afiord t o be magnanimous. '• 

" Jty dear Marion. Shor t is a good feli-Y^.' 
and has dono me many a servjce. He caB'tJ 
he lp being a c r a c k , and hia bark ia far wona 
than his b i l e . " 

" Y o u ' r e too good-natnred. F r a n k . He's 
simply jealous of your success. I thought ha 
looked annoyed la-st night." 

Horsham langbed, and walked a w a y acrosj 
the P a r k . Coming ont close to Marykbtii,t. 
Church, he took a cab to Fleet-street, where •pieeeYcidentallĵ ^̂ ^̂ ^̂ ^ i s . he anoors^at he alightel'^d InTne of theTî Î f'sT !̂ 

Iisyehplogy. which the same thing.^ ^ _ t running down to the Embankment hp fouU 
of the " T r u m p e t . " Passing .\Tid he 'pre tendi 

\ V e l l . so he ia- : 
privi lege to tell 

to he vonr friend -
id he uses a friend 
what he th inks th 

tri i t l i . Owe vomfort le , cveryoae knows h« ' 
a crank, and hia cri t icism can do no ha rm. 
T h e * T e l e g r a p h ' is capi ta l , and the ' T i m e s 
superb. T h e p loy ' s a l l r ight , whatever 
Shor t mnv s a v . " 

Nevertheless. Hoi-aham read Short ' s 
ar t ic le again and again with ili-concealed 
dudgeon. I t was writ ten in the cntic'.« 
usual uncompromising s tyle , and signed 
Marcus Aure l iu s . I t is important , as w i l l 
be prcseutU- seen, that we s^honld quote a 
few passages from the offending ar t ic le . 

" T h e chaste of the ancieut (loddess, who 
is 3nppwe«l to have once clothed herself 
{vcrv scautil.v) as tbe Dramat ic Muee, sti l l 
fontinut-s. From t ime to t ime the cr i t ics , 
those wcII-trained but not too sagacmus 
hounds, g ive tongue, and the c ry arises. 
' She ia found, she is fmiod ! (Jnforfciinately 
tho .scent which causes all this enthusiasm 
is generally tha t of h K e d Her r ing . 

' ' T h e last Ped Herr ing was called Ro
mance. The present Red Her r ing ia called 
Uealisre. F o r the la.st two y e a r s OUT dra
matists have been fol lowing the lat ter . W i t h 
what resul t? General confusion, windi-

and gnashing of teeth, 
A man called Zola e.tclnimed. " L e t na 

have tb3 tn i th a t a n y price.* and he sought 
t( in the shambtes 

toe uiuce ui t r umpe t . fass ing tif,. 
k l t : fiJ- a I^s^i^e, he asceuded to dia 

t l I. •! i linocked a t a dirty Aoat 
marked " P r i v a t e , " A voice cried " Cam, 
i n . " and obeying the command, be 'na^j 
h i n i ^ l f in the presence of the ma* 
flOUpllt. 

" So here you a r e . " said Horsham. "VTB 
come to a.ek you what the blazes you mean bj 
tha t notice i n the ' T r u m p e t . ' " 

" S o you 've read i t ? " exclaimed Shcrt, 
with a gr in , 

" J should t h i n k I had. thoueh I've on 
patience wi th such gibberish. I t ' s no utp. 

old fe l low! T h e play 's a go, so yon maytpen 
y o u r breath to cool yonr porridge." 

" H o w ' s M a r i o n ? " asVed Short, qnietlv. 
" A l l r ight. I h o p e ? " 

' • O f course ; hiit .voii 're in her blu.Vi: b n t j 
. . . ever . She advised me never ti to 
you a g a i n . " 

" I 'm sorry ahe'« a n g i y , " said Short. "X 
rote thft art icle after I U f l Uev ln>t iiisht, 

_ snpposer* he added, g lancing keenly nj 
Horsham, " y o u got home very latK?" 

" P a s t f cu r o 'c lock. H g y e you seta tlia 
Morning S p e c t a t o r ? ' " 

" Y c 3 . Poo r b r u t e ! " 
" W h o ' s the poor brute, p ray? " 
" Y o u r cr i t ic . Va len t ine Fose . Uaw fl,9 

;reature cackles over your last egg! Ha 
M If l,;tj,.<.if '• 

what lied F l i n b e r t w i d ... , -
ia wade of,' and he laid 

ic on the di.'^BectJng-Inble. Since tha t 
: I ime the Student of litei-atnre and the drama 

has been conipolled to hold his nose- E v e r y 
few day,:* the cri t ics, carried away by somt 
new stench, have cried. " L o . a. masterpiece . 
1.0, a t r iumph of r e a l i s m ! ' And meantime 
i t has been qui te forgotten tha t there is 
jnst as mnch rpalism in the scent of a rose 
as in tha t of a dead body—or of a Red Her
ring. 

" Mr . F r a n k Horaham is the las t convert 
to the science of Drjsal ter j- . He began ve ry 
well indeed, and we had high hopes of hii 
when h is two las t p lavs were damned; f< 
't almost seemed that he might become 
-Iramatist. Unfortunately, since tha t t ime 
be has been attracted hy the .volpiup of tho 
hounds who discover inaaterpicces. Instead 
of s topping where he was, m the region of 
sentimental vet charming commonplaces, he 
has determined to t n r o Rea l i s t . K o w , — 
Idealist turned Itealist i s a eorrj" s ight 
Poe t turned Prit[ i.s a thing to weep oi 
The Ingenions Mr- Spintop. having w r i t „ -

A i lode rn A s p a s i a ' on the impossible thesis 
ha t Moral i ty has something to do with 

Society, the ingenious Mr. Horsham writes 
' .\, B a n g h t e r of Ci rce* on a thesis sti l l 
more impossible—that Character , l i ke 
Moral i ty, 13 roerelv a Formula . T h e result 
in both cases is tha t m.oet hideous of a l l 
l i terary disasters—a fashionable success. 

" W e have, for the tirha being, under the 
benign Hebraic inlluence of the ' M o r n i n g 
Telephone, ' abandoned the persecution of 
the .lews, and have gone to tho other extreme 
—that of representing the Jews as in a l l 
respects beautiful and sa int ly . T h e present 
humour is to persecute, l ibel , dissect, and 
general ly vi l i fy Womanhood. A callow-
anthor, who in the old t imes vronld have 
started with the assumption that a l l women 

, arc angels , now leaps into fame hy asserting 
itbttt all women are beasts. T h e shortest 
;nit to noloriciv is to wrrte something ana
tomical about one's wife, one's sweetheart, 

s maiden aunt , or one'a mother-in-law. 
W e could fill our columns with tho names 
of masterpieces of this kind, from those of 
F lauber t to those of Mr , Spintop. 

" T h e las t masterpiece was produced l a s t 
night , and wil l he praised in every news-

j paper this morning- Tbe audience shouted 
itself hoarse, and tho cr i t ics d rank them
selves delirious. A s act af ter act of morbid 
patholo,gy nufolded itself, we sat lost in won 
dcr, for in the centre of a phalanx of w o m e t 
impossibly vicious tbe belated Ideal is t 
turned Itealist had placed a woman impos
sibly vir tnons. W e wil l not go so fa r as to 
sav that; no good woman can be quite vir
tuous, hnt we do contest with a l l our guns 
tha t few vicious women can altogether es
cape being mora l . T h e lady m M r . 
Horsham's drama, ve ry pret t i ly played by 
Miss Diana Meredith, was so infected with 

might almost have laid it hini 'c l f ." 
" I t ' s a wonderful notice! " 
" Wonderfu l , t ruly. Foxe et praiet 'a 

nihi l . How much has Pctworth ^iven bim 
for i t ? And -what has poor M-s- Men\lith 
uone to deserve snch a castigation ? " 

" W h y , He praises her to iLe hMv-ni, '! 
cried Horshatn, 

" Y e e , that 's the worst of •t." 
She doesn't know him from A d a m ! " 
.\re you qui te s u r e ? " 
W h a t a cynic you are, ohor t ! I K.snli 

y o u Foxe isn ' t a genius, b u t be WTI-OS capiial 
copy, and his influence is enormous." 

My dear Hor sham," returned Short. 
l ibera le ly l ight ing h is 'p ipe . " : f " . l , 6 
of tha t ar t ic le said I v 

:iilicr 
_ Dr^-.nati=t. 

a l i ig . b i g i) (as he says of yc-ni. I w-n̂ rd 
return to my lowlv home, cease to hclipve 
in 0 beneficent Providence, and i.iucVly blnr 
out mv bra ins ." 

" * Hawks shouldn ' t pluck ont hawks* em." 
Y o u ' r e a cri t ic yourself, as I know to iny 
coat. B y the w a y . w h a t did 7.̂ u mia.i, by 
saying tha t I imitated S p i n t o p ? " 

" D i d n ' t y o u r " asked Short, with anotiet 

^"•"cer ta in ly not . M y piece ie original, or 

Short leaned back in his c'nair and langhs-'t 
qi i iel lv, then wi th a sudden chance ot msn-
ucr . and a ou iek g leam of his keen dft?t 
ejea, he cried :— 1 

" H e ' s or iginal , or noth ing! Ho haftH ' 
obont a lie, he bleats wi th the flock, he h-.iy.* 

i th the crowd, and he says he is * original." 
Or ig ina l ! I 'm sick of the word, as I'm i 
sick of the whole t r ibe of selfish egotials 
who cal l themselves ' a r t i s t s . ' " 

I t seems to me, m y friend, chat yoi ' ia 1 
sick of most t h ings . " 

T o F r a n k Horsham and many others 
Marcii.1 Aurel iua Short seemed a sav-is* , 
nass of inconsiatenciea. B u t he was an 

-i-dcnt champion of Women, yo far ai 
regarded th is phase of (lis opinion'*, '.e 
a ver i tab le Don Quixote , supporting tlia 
weaker dex nncompromisingb- in all its 
strucgles towards emancipation, and reserv-
iug a l l hia contempt and satire for that M I 
which ia genera l ly considered the stronger. 

Leav ing the moody cheval ier dca damea 
to his books and papers, Horsham jumped 
into a- cab , and ratt led down to his club, 
tbe Di l le tante , s i tuated in Piccaddly . 

B v this tinie i t was two o'clock. He at« 
a cut let and drank a glass of w-ine. and went 
downstairs , paus ing in the vestibule to buy 
a rose far h i s but tonhole. Once in th» 
rtteet. be tiesitated a. moment reflectively, 
and then made hia way to a floriffs at tho 
Circus , where he purchased a bouquet ot 
choice flovvera. 

(Tabe eonthmed in to-taonou^s " Erprest.") 
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The one beautUul thing oT tUe t\ls5it "was his VijUe's Saee; •when he came helore the curtain she 
looked as pleased end happy as a child. Poor little wosnai:! 

for you in the ves t ibule? I wanted to b r i n g ; p l a in t 
her round, but slie thought yovi'd rather 
ehe didn ' t come." 
. " I thought she'd gone home! ' said Hors
h a m , with a frown. 

" Yon mean you forgot a l l about her ." 
returned the other gruffly, " W e l l , a re you 
ready, or shall I fetch her r o u n d ? " 

Horsham hesitnted, looking very per-

ily hope he w 
' ad get' 

't catch the usual com- 1 ing-room: 
el 'ed b e a d . ' " ' ' 
' asked his- companion 

reikd head ' when e 

piesed and annoyed. 
" D o me a favour , " he said a t last- " I 

c a n ' t get away jus t y e t . SOB her into a 
c a b . and _tell her I ' l l follow her as soon as 

' " T h e heardcd man growled, set t ing h i s h a t 
on the back of hia head and looking .steadily 
in to his friend's eves ; then he shrugged his 
shoulders, and was turning away when 
Horsham added; — 

" Y o u ' l l come hr.ck yourseif . Short, and 
we can hare a c h a t ? " 

" N o t 1 , " was the repl.v. " I ' l l see tbe 
l i t t l e woman home, and have a pipe a t the 
fireside. I don' t ta re for those snobs on 
Iho s\ngB. nm\ Wnt want* someone \ o t a lk 
to . I suppose yon ' l l be la te? " 

• " I d o n ^ - k n o w . Perhaps . T h e play went 
capi ta l ly , d idn ' t i t ? " 

" Y e s , it went well enough. I t ' s the sort 
of stuff tha t pbiygoers seem to , I ike~ the 
wonden-hcaded b e a s t s ! " 

" Ot course I could never aspire to pleas
i n g Marcus Aurcl ius S h o r t l " sa id the 
dramat is t with a sneer. " I t ' s good enough 

W h a t ' s tha t 

^ ° " T b e y call it • . _.. 
falls in love with his 
becomes a nuisance ti 

" O h , but Frank i.s not 
though he is so c l eve r ! " 

" Good fortune far harder to bear than 

l ike that, 

bad." 
D mn 
felloi 

red the philosopher. " Many . ov-cned, and thi 
n, who has been a (horougbl.v good ! H e entered, b-it 
! when down on his hick, has become V'nlike II 

.- lb and a pr ig directly he has grown 
succeasfnl." 

" F r a n k is a g e n t l e m a n ! " cried hia com
panion. " H e would never be .1 snob or 
anything of that kind. And he ha.s been so 
unfortunate, and never properly understood." 

" H u m p h ! " 
They alighted at a small house on the 

edge of Regent 's Pa rk , . \ sleetiy servnnt-
gir i , not too tidy in appearance, let them 

* ^T..... «H4._..D * . . . . . 

- paused before a door on which i.=ho said, " a n d I never was so happy. 
t.acked n paper hcai ing the wri l len ; (Inly, tha t dreadful .Mis? Cn twick! My 

legend, " Misa Meredi th ." l i e knoi-V.ed i f a i ib . she's s implv impn^siblc. and nearlV 
sottly, and a musical voice cried [loui : ruined my s-cene in the t b i n l act . Y o u 
with in . " W h o ' s there? " : mu.st make Pctworth get rid of her as soon 

" W a i t one moment ." cried the voice ^ as possible." 
when he had pro; laimed his name. 1 " Was sho so bad : 

Several miiiiilc.'i pasred, dur ing which ; dramatis t , laughing. 
Horsham cooled his hccis on the (jMiding! " H a d is not the « 

Jiiaked a cigaret te ; then the door I the ac t ress ; " s h e a 
B voice said. " Co rue «»'. " I b e r drcises' . T h e y 
in bnml. j manv 

other d I CSS ins-rooms in the 1 of he 

;il[ that? 

rord. 

for the pvtblic, . . . 

o r i ' i ' l S : ' •'••"ni" .eU _ 
noticed oae really beautiful th ing to-night. 

a t any i 
,nough for t h e m . 
teU yoH. though, I 

lud it made amends 
" Indeed! what . — asked 

Horsham, pr ick ing np hia ears. 
" Y o u r wife's f a c e ! " returned Short 

quie t ly . " S h e was as pleased and happy 

in, and they entered a i^iuall d — 
the ground floor. T h e table was spveail for 
Wippev, and a gVwnce a t \he tabWc\oVh 
showed tha t it was not par t icular lv clean. 

The l i t t le girl was so sleepy and worn-
out tha t abe was a t once sent to bed under 
care of tbe servant , 

" W i l l .voH have some s u p p e r ? " asked 
Mrs . Hoi-sham, " I suppose J'rank wil l sup 
at the theatre, or a t the c lub? I thought 
we might come home together, so I ordered 
a lobster ." 

" I dined l a t e , " was the r c p l s ; " h n t I ' l l 
sit and watch y o u . " 

" O h , I 'm not h u n c r v ! I 'd much rather 
ta lk about the play. Please l ight your pipe, 
and then vou sliall toll me what vou think 
about it a l l . 1 can ' t tell vou how glad I 
am, for F r n n f s sake, that the piece ia a 
Buccesa. as of course i t onght to be. seeing 
how baantiful i t i s ! He won' t he •worrited 

boatre. (he room was pret t i ly tui _. 
T h e floor was carpeted; the window w a s : 
hung wi th Liber ty curtains-, there were 1 
pictures on tho wa l l s ; iu one coiiiC", con-1 
ce:iling the sancti t ies of the chamber, was 

large .lapane.-ie screen, and opposite to i t 
as a cheval glass, before which, attended 
,- a French maid, was Miss Msied i th . She 

...id exchangeil her stage costume tor a loose 
drc^aing-gown or wrapper, over which her 
beautiful hair—a glorious chestnut, shot 
wi th reddish g l c a m s - f e l l luxur ian t ly , 
l l ev face was tlwshed. her large grey eyes 
shining bright ly, as she greeted flie 
di-aumtist with .-̂  friendly nod and smile, 
and fiffcred bini her hand, 

" 1 sui'Puie." she said with n r ippl ing 
laugh, " that I also may offer niy congr.if'I-
Intious. Y o u see I have already beendrink-
ing your h e a l t h ! " 

A chiiiupysnp bottle and a half-emptied 
wine-glass stood on the table-

" I t ia I . rather, tha t onght to cnngratu-
liile y o u ! " said Horsham.' " I f the [day 
suci-ceds I shall owe i t a i l (o 01:3 person." 

" I t ' s verj- nice of y o u to say thut, hut 
wh?» wonld not act well , with such a par t? " 

She glanced at the maid, a h o tr ippfd 
si lently to the door, and disappeared, 
Joaing tho door behiud her. F r - ' -

,- for g iv ing me the great 
ami to assure you of my 

talenf.s cnntrive to pick up gold and s i lver . 
H i s career as dramat is t had been brief ye t 
not inglorious, Vint, though he had achieved 
consideiiib-e siicce.ss, he had never, up to 

as soon . i;ie period of which we are wri t ing, realised 
Lthc heist i t ot h is ambit ion. >iow. in a 

iked the moment as it wore, as if a t the touch of a 
fan— wand, bis tr iumph had come to him, 

dear ," replied l and his tutiire position was assured. 
! And then—I Personally vcrv handsome, with the 
nightmare , a I appearance of a lal ' , . powerfulIv-bnilt 

i c ro . Hut pieasc don't let us ta lk 1 soidiei- rather than that of a man of letters, 
lo r tha t way mndnesa l ies . T want i he had lew or none of the personal aGcctn-

' t ions of bis cla.is. H e dressed l ike a pentle-
iit bis ha i r short, and, with the ex

ception of a smal l b lack luonatacbe, was 
:Icau-.«havoii. 

A t two-and-twenty, when a member of the 
staff of a great da i ly newspiii>er, he had 
married. 

T h e event took place somewhere in 
country , whither he had gone for a brief 
hol iday, and no one knew any th ing of his 
wife's origin and antecedents. Hie marr iage 
made no dilferoncc in his habits of life, ex
cept tha t i t gave h im a companion whom 
every nr.e admi l l cd to be exceedingly ami
able, but who was not a t a l l br i l l iant or 
\wl.cUe,:t«A!. l l l -natuved people said t ha t 
he h.id made a mistake, and that Marion 
Horsham was much beneath hiin in social 
po.iition as well as education. She was 
certainly not accomplished in any way. 
She had, however, one crowning meri t in 
Horaliam's eyes—she worshipped her 
lins'oiitid, and thought h im the cleverest 

to thank you 
chance of my life, 
eternal g ra t i tude! 

• " T l i e par t is nothiug—it is your p lay ing 
tha t makes i t . " 

" Don' t you bel ieve i t ! I t ' s a great par t , 
and great parts make fine actre.=ses. I 
began to think T should never make a h i t 
ua tho stage. Only fancy: I 'm cniito an 
old woman—twenty-two uext bir thday, and 
if yon hadn ' t turned up, l ike a dear old 
magician, I might have been a failure t i l l 
thv end o! my days . " 

Here there was a knock at (he door, which 
opened gpntly, while a voice sa id : — 

" M v . Pe twocth ' s compliments, and be 
would l ike to see Miss Meredith on the 

" N o t to-night. Saunders ," cried the ladv. 
" T o l l him I 'm too t i red," sho added, 

the door closed; " I real ly do feel wearied 
out, and too excited to see unybod.v. T h a t 
waa why I made papa nud mamma go 
straight home, and uot bore me by coming 
round. Mrs . Horsham was in front, wasn' t 
ftUe? 1 saw her in the stage box, looking 
awfitll.^ p re t ty . " 

Horsham coloured up. but made no r e p l . , 
hile Miss Meredith watched him wi th jus t 
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„ _ - .. lew j the suspicion of a emile . Present ly he rose 
moments Miss Meredith stood quie l ly j to go, and, t ak ing he r hand in his , dreir 

fellow iu all the world. 
On leaving the theatre, Horsham had 

anpped a t the cinh. and had not returned 
home t i l l early moni ing . H e found Marion 
sleeping t ranqui l ly , and on the coverlet , 
fal len from her l i t t l e hand a t the moment 
when 6he dropped off to slumber, was the 
biJ] of thB play . H e b e a t over he r gentl; 
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