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THI DISAPPEARANCE O JOHN LONGWORTHY.
M. Fo EGAN 19 AVE MARIA,

—

Soue people have strange ideas about very poor folk, |
have heavd all kinds of remedies proposed by well-meaning
philanthrvophists, but this is the first time | have known
any body to propuse to reform the tenement-house system by
meuns of higi-clags musie.  The man interests me, 1 must
siy.”

* He is abominable ! " Esther declared. ¢ He looks over
one’s head aud tulks with the most intolerable air of superi-
ority.  What an awful time his wife and children inust have !
I imagive his making them play instructive gumes and
practice rugues and things! I should like to tell him what 1
think of him."”

* He has an odd acceent at times," Mary said.
foreigner? ™

+ 1 don’t ‘mow,” Esther answered. ** Probably Mr. Fitz-
gerald can tell us something ; he is going to sing a clnssieal
baritone conglomeration from a German opera ut this con-
cert.”

Mary was silcnt.  She began to search for exeuses for not
attending the concert ; but there was no one else to go with
Isther—Miles, in the present condition of uffairs not being
eligible.

When the carrmge promised by Mr. Bastien came to the
door Isther wus ready, her mind divided between the ¢ set ™
of her black silk frock and a nervous dread lest something
might happen to spoil her playing. Mary had been ready
for an hour ; she put some jucqueminot roses in Esther's
belt, gave her lmir a sisterly pat or two, and, accompunied
by a large roll of musie, the two drove off toward the resplen-
dent temple of music whizh was such a contrast to The
Anchor,

They were admitted to the rooms behind the stage through
a side door, which opened on a marrow and maddy alley,
Mr. Bastien and Arthur Fuzgerald were on the stage.
Bastien was in evening clothes ; IFitzgerald wore » frock-cozt,
with one of the rases he had picked up in Galligan's parlor in
his button-hole.  Mary had held it for n moment, yet here he
woreit in her very presence and she did not recognize the deli-
catehomage he was paying lier. Esther noticed it, and thought
it was rather faded; for lack of something to say she said
so, and offered him one of the red buds she had.  Fitzgerald
had no resource except to put the white rose carefully in his
left breast pocket. and to replace it with the dewy and fra-
grant one Bsther offered him.  Mary watched this episode
with a touch of impatience.  She felt a slight suspreion that
Esther was something of n flirt, but she repressed it at once.
Mvr. Bastien nodded his head approvingly.

* Lum glad you thought of the roses. The poor need to
be taught the awsthetic use of flowers ; and the best way to
do it is to teach by example,”

« Idon't know where the poor are to get lowers,” answered
Esther, itnpelled by on almost irresistible impulse to contra-
dict everything Mr. Bastien said, sunless they steal them from
graveyards.”

** Horrible ! Bastien excluimed.

A rush of feet in the hull prevented him from mmaking
further comment.  He went tou little luce curtained window
at the side of the stage, and loohed into the body of the hall,
It was brilliant in color.  The walls were erimson with gilded
panels and crystal globes for the clectric burners.  The seats,
of highe wicker-work of a graceful pattern, were already half
full ; those in front were occupied by a number of gaily
d-essed young girls, attended by voung men with and with-
ont collars, but nearly all with closely -slaved heads.  There
wag a lapse between the fringe of the brightly dressed and o
dark line around the dours.” This dark line was soen scen
to_consist of Italian wen and women, mostly with smadl
children, and several Chinese.

Bastien glunced in surprise at the front row of benches.
11e turned helplessly to Esther.

*“Look, please,” he said, *and tell me wherc the poor
people are.”

Eisther looked through the lace curtain, to see Nellie Mulli-
gan, in hor red garment, above which rose an claborate hat,

“Is he a

Nollic ostentatiously held up the programme in a pair of care
fully gloved hunds.  Next to her sat a ruthor chubby-looking
young mmun, with u slight yellow mustache, a cropped he:u,
and a scintillant breastpin in his purple necktio.  I{is arm
was thrown over the back of Nellio’s seat, and together thoey
read Mr. Bastien’s progruamme with an air of amusement.
Around these two were vurious friends of theirs—-members
of the Lady Rusobuds and other socinl civcles. The night
after Christmas was an **off-night **; there was almost noth.
ing gomg on in society, and this concert offered an ngreenble
but not a too violeny diversion.

Fsther understood the meaning of Bastien's question at
once. If all Jie young women were not as well gloved us
Nellio Mulligun, they were as bnlliantly dressed.  There
were befenthered hats in abundance, and the wssemblrgo
luoked like a flower garden into which a number of shaven-
headed convicts had intruded.

The colurless younyg man was in the majority. 'Thero were
muny low-browed and weather-beaten yourg men.  Many of
the cropped heads showed winte scurs and knobs—tokens of
bygone trays, in which the oyster shell and the tomato san
had played a part. Some of the girls were thin and caro-
worn, but many had bright eyes and clear complexions.
They were in appearace greatly superior to tho men.

“You don't know this world,” Esther said with a low lwugh
that had a touch of malice in it. * The gay-looking people
in the front row are poor enough, but they are very different
to what you imagine themto be. The line of wretched-look.
ing Italians, who stay down near the door because they are
not dressed, are probably richer in possessions than these
people near us.

1 don't understand,” srid Bastien. **Is there actually
caste among ‘hese people 2

Listher enjoyed his helplessuess, as the native of the plains
delights in the fine airs of the eitizen who attempts to ride a
kicking pony.

+ Of course there is. Leok! ' she continued, pointing to
a bulldog-headed young man who was cracking peanuts be-
tween his teeth, ** there's enjoyment! But Liszt’s Rhapsody
will make him forget his vulgar amusement.”

Bastien gazed at her doubtfully. By this time the hall
was filled, and several of the other singers had arrived.
Mary and Esther were introduced to them. They were ull
people that sang high-class music; and Esther forgot her
nervousness as she wondered how the audience would areet
Miss Maud Thornton’s sage-green and pre-raphaelite gown,
and her warbling of Provencal wubades to the music of the
mandotin.  But the opening chorus was soon over; Mr,
Bastien led Esther out to thegrand piano, and with fear and
trembling she began the Hungarian Rhapsody.

XN.—udt Laey's.

Nellie Mulligan had spent an eventful day.  As one of the
chief managers of the Lady Rosebuds, she had much to thin)
of and much to do. Luckily for her, the rush of the holiday
business had sluckened, and during the noon hour of rest she
kept the little cushegirls busy in doing her behests. Among
these httle cash-girls, whose uniform was a red frock and 2
white apron, was Rose O'Connor. As Rose, though small
and fragile, was very good-natured, Nellie Mulligan found
many errands for her.

In the first place, Nellie had her toilet to consider ;  ad this
required wmore reflection and ingenuity than most young ladies
in society are obliged to give toit. It needed not only con-
sideration, but much practice in the art of coaxing and pro.
mising. Rose, after she had helped to heat Nellie's tea, nnd
brought in two dozen chiocolate eclairs and double that vumber
of picces of pie and doughnuts for the lunchicons of the sales
ladies was sent out to negotinte with the young man who had
a flower-stand on the corner for some roses for Nellie.  This
needed many forced marches on Rose’s part; for Neliie wus
very ** Purticular " about flowers, and the young man, who
had no invitation to the Lady Roschuds, was not anxious to
be obliging. Besides, Rose had been given several beer cang
to fill for some of the more elderly ladies, whose ronstitutions
needed stronger suppor! than tea imparted. At last, the littlo
girl zank wearily down in a corner of the room, and gratefully
ncceplted the slice of bread and butter which Nellie Mulligan
gave her,



