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an too sleepy to think. How tiresume men are!
Why won't they stay good friands iristead of
turuiug into bad lovers ! The age of lovera is
past. Love is impossible in so, auligbtenied a
generation. 1 arn bored andbhe is bored. We
shall be twice as bored together. ÎThat's mathe-
maties, or logic, or something. Now I data say
that Claud thinks I have sent him away that 1
may consider lis proposai. As if it wasn't much
too bot to consider anything. It would be easier
to take hirn than to think about it. Dear old
Claud ! I amn sure hie pictures me at this mo-
ment striding up and down, twisting rny baud-
kerchief like the woman in the play, and muitter-
ing, - Oh Ciaud, Claud, why distract me tisus ?
Oh cruel mari, wilI you not leave mie at peace 7"
Shall I say Yes or No ? What would hie say if
lie met Miss Betty ( What would she say ? I
ncm very sleepy-vsery, very ley He pictures
niie in an awful state of excitement aud agitation.
Whiat must lie, must. Aup pes turn to dut-
cottage and crust. l'il let things drift. It
doesn't matter much, not mucli. Oh Claud!
oh cruel man ! oh sleep 1,11'I take a uap juat to
spite him.

(So she falls asleep, screened frorn the eyes of
Miss Betty Tyrrel, who presentiy cornes in,
steppiug iightiy sud quickly.)

BFTTY.-I saw birn go out. He's sure not to
corne back yet. I arn so friglstened, arid it is
such fun. What's the good oftheingin Rorne if
you don't do as the Romans do? He must
have gone for lis daily walk. He can't be back
yet. Anîd if hie does corne, why should I care?
1 shan't lie frighteued. Ha always said 1 was
verv cool. If hie cornes in, I shail drop hirn a
curtsey, and say, " How do you do, Mr. Hunt-
ley ? I said I would look in ou you soine day,
and here I ar." And hie wiil make me a bow,
and-but prohably lie won't know nie. H'll
take nie for a tourist lady visiting bis studio)
and wanting to buy pictures; snd I shall say,
«IYes, thauk you, very nice; put up tht, and
that, and would you be so kind as to send them
down to rny carniage ?-yas, and the little 0one
in the corner too, toeas." Why, what is it ?
Yes, it is, it is the old orchard,our orchard, oui
or,ýhardI in May, with ail the briglit uew bios-
soins, as it was wben lie He used to say
that it w-as like the foam of tbe sea at sunrise.
1 don't think lie ever saw the sunr ise -Hc waà
awfully iazy. How good of hlm to ket-p this
near hirn-the orchard, and a littie corner of
the dear oid bouse ! Oh biossoms, blossums,
you are there uow at borne, snd ý wish 1 was
there too, and hadl neyer corne out'aud grown
wisesud old in this horrid worid! It was thera
that I saw him first, just there. Hewassfol-
lowing papa tlirougli tise littie gate with the
broken linge, and lie bent bis head under the
blossorns. He iooked so tali, and so tired. And
yet lie badn't been doing anything. Men are
verv strange. The less tbey do, the more tired
they are. Why, here's another picture of the
orchard. How funriy! It must lia autunmn,
for thse apples are ail ripe. Bui who la the
you ng mari in the fuuiy cap? And who are
the tliree ladies ? And wby d oea lie sit, when
they are standing? I can't maka it onit. Do
they watt thea aIple ? If you picase, "i" giva
it to the lady with tihe shield snd the spear.
The otimer ona is not nice, not nice, 1 arn sure.
1 don't este mucli for that iicture. Ai-e tbere
any more appie pictures? No; no. Yê-s, here's
another. Adani aud EN e, 1 think. Yes, hare
is one great gittering coul of the serpent. 1
don't like Eva. What a isriguid, fiine.lady Eve!
Who's face is thisl How bsndsorna ! And
this ? And this one, on the essel ? Everywhara
tbe saine face, handsorne, la7y, indifférent. No,
no, no, lic neyer would be happy withliebr. It's
Eve's face. Wicked wornan ! Wicked womuan!

LADY IR. (waking).-Did youi cai me? Ai,
w-bat asweet air! The day is cbauged.

B-Oh, 1 beg your pardon.
LADY R. (drowsiiy).--Are you real or a

dream h?
B.-I anm real. No ;I1laud bettar say that J

arn a dreani and meit away.
LADY R-I am just dreaarng of you, Miss

Tyrrel.
B,.-Of me? You don't know mie. How do

yon know-?I mean, you called me by sorne
niame, I tbink.

LADY .- Yas, Miss Innocence, 1 caiied you
"dMiss Tyrral."

B.-llow cau you kuow ?
LADY R.-I arn a witcb, for ona thiug ; aud

for anotber, I saw your picture.
B.-Has lie got a picture of me ?
LADY R.-Of course, zuy dear.
B. -Assd did lie show it to you?

B.-But I didn't tlsiuk, I didn't thiuk, or I
sbouldn't bave corne. We are living juat op-
posite, snd I ssw hirn go out, and ail of a suddeu
1 tliouglst wbat fun it would lia to sebis studio
wisen lie was away, and that I could run back,
and lie wouid neyer kuow. But if I bad ouly
kuown that you were liera, 1 wouid bave died
sooner tban couse.

LADY R.-It is better to iva.
B.-But you woîs't tell hirn? Promise me

tbat you won't tell hlm. If yon will only
promise rne, I wiil neyer corne back, I wil
neyer sae birn again,-never, nevet.

LADY IR.-Don't bie rash', my dear. Yeu are
sale riow. You bave run into the arrisa of a
chaperon, a duanua, a gorgon. But if Mr.
Hunitiey is au old friand of yours, why didri't
yeur father su d mother corne to see h im too ?

B.-Bacause tbey ara hurt. Ha went away
se suddenly froin borna, and lie navet wrote,
and tbey liked hlmRo mucli, arid tlsey thouglit
it 'so unkiid ; but 1 kuow lie neyer meant to lie
uukiud, for lie wss always kiud, sud I know
tisat lie wouldn't lie -agry aven at rny comiug
liera, snd-sud that's wliy."

LADY R.-Tbat's wby, is it?
B.-You dou't thiuk that 1 arn vetv bad?
LADY R.-My dear, you are mucli too good.

I bave rie taste for liread and rilk and book
mualin. 1 don't like rnen's wornas, but I do
like you.

B.-Tliauk you, tbsnk you. Now I sea that
lia lias not flattered yen, fnot a bit. I thought
at firat that lie bad. He bad bis bea-t lunfils
werk wben lie did this.

LADY R.-Sball 1 show you the work in
wbich bis heart is?

B.-Yas.
<Lady Roadale drawsa sida- a curtain sud

shows a picture.)
B .- My plceure?
LADY R. -Yours.
B.--Ob, ]et me go. If lie shonld cone aud

fiud me. Oh, let nie go, let mea go.
LADY R..-Too lata, I heastliin ou the

stairs.
B.-What shall I do?
LADY R.-De as you are bid. Give me your

picture, quick!1 Now go hehiud the ecurtaiu,
sud lia still.

(Sha draws the curtain carefulhy. Ciaud
entera, bringiug ice.)

CLALTD.-I ling you ice, and sorntbiug
bettar. Tise day is cbsugad. Ah, the air
srnellb wooiugly liera. Se bw I feteli sud
carry!. Doas't this convince yon that 1-

LAD)Y R. (studyiug the picture) -Yes, it is
pretty.

C -Wlsera did you gat that ?
LADY R.-Dou't ha angry; I wor't burt it.
C.-As you phessa. It's of no value-now.
LADY R. -It is; mucli better than mine. Iu-

dead it bas only oua fault.
C.-Iudeed !
LAi)Y R.--It is awfuhlly flattared.
C.-How cari you kuew, whexm yen navet saw

the originpal?
LADY R-Ah, that is vary true.
C.-Put it down, plvase. I want to talk to

you about-to go back to what we were sayiug,

LADY R 1- i h lrow it dow-n liere?
C.-Taka care ! Wist ara yoss d9m ' 
LADY 1.-I thouglit you said it -w-s8, of no

value ?
C.-It isn't. But theri we are vain, yon

kuow, we attists; we do't lika to sea. our
work, aven ont bad work, dastroyed.

LADY R.-Tlien I wo't dastroy it. Fli i.
prove it.

C.-What are yen goiug to do? I do't quite
undarataud. Let me put it awsy.

LADY R.-No, do't touaI it. 1 often thiuk
of takiug up painting. This la evidautly un-
fiuished. Why is it uufiniahad ?

C.Iwasatsrsid of spoiiing it.
LADY 1.-Ah, that was wlien it was of sm

valua ; but uow-
C.-Now it doas't mattar. Let me put it

a way.
LADY 1.-I saal finish it myseif.
C.-You!
LADY R.-Auy valualesa old thirig wiil do to

practisa rny hand ou :F*arn juat in the rnod.
You have painted enougli this monsiîmg. It's
my tutu.

C.--But, Clara.
LADY R.-Corne, take ny picture off' the

essai. There ! Thare she laii my place. A
change for the bettar, I think. Stand ont of
tha liglit. I shah make lier lovaiy.

(As she liegins to arrange the coleura on the

LADY R.-And I blieive, if I temember riglit,
that it is twiceaàa pretty as Mra. Tyrai.

C.-You bava neyer sean bar.
LADY R.«-Iudaad I bava.
C.-Iudeed ! Wliere?
LADY R.-Here.
C.-In Rorne?
L.%Dy R.-He-e.
C.-Hera 1 Whst de yen mean?
LADY R.-Here, in thia roorn.
(.-Chars, I data say that this la extrernaly

amnsing te yeu. I do't sea tua joke mysaîf.
I donà't sea wby you should raka rip this old
story. Yes, I de fsea. You wish to quarre], to
find au excusa for net answariug nue, wbau I ask
ye-

LADY R.-She was liera.
C.-Tlîe Tyrrals navet leave Liridauhurat.
LADY B.-The Tyrrels ara in Rorne.
C.-ls this truca? Do't pusb this joke tee

fat.
LADY R.-It la truc.
c.-rîau I must go.
LADY R.-Why?
(.-ha it true that tisa Tyrrels are Isate, in

Rome ?
LADY .I is true.
C.-h xnust go than. Oh, denI't imaRgine auy-

thiug axtraotdiuary. It is a simiple matter.
Thasa people ware kind te me, kind witb a
generous liuspitality whicb is rare. I stayed
sud stsyed lu thair bouse, rirtil I thouglit I
shouid mever go, umtil I feared that- Wehl,
it cama te this: Hete were peophlie , lu hon-
asty aimd geod faith, liad ttated me likeas kiug;
people who-

LADY *1.-Doui't dilataeripon the Tyrrel char-
acter just uow.

C.-What wss I doing lu returu fer ail thair
geoducs? I found mysaif tryiamg te win their
enly chiid, s girl witb rie knewledge of the
worid, wimo hsad, seau no men te speak of, anmd
wbo miglit take me for a very~ fine feliow.

LADY IR.-You wex'e ounflie way te get wbat
yen waitd. aIke yaf

C-I was neta sceundrel.I nwmsl,
a insu whe 'bad kriocked about the world, a
piiting vagabond, a social cymie, iet worthy
te teicli ler haud or look imtelier ayes. Higli.
flowîî, you thiuk;, but I.was net s sceundrel,
sud 1 wemît away.

LADIY R.-But iew ?
C.-Now? Weil, uow, 1 de't waîmt te have

te do time thiug agal- .u. d1ehr t e eLADY R.- len i wendh srdt e e
again, sud go ?

C.-Yas.
LADY R.-X ou loved hat.
C.-1Isuppose se.
LADY .-- l slwsys thouglit that yeu were

net a bad felhow.
C.-l ar nnet oer-good. I <le't wish te open

au old weund. 'Ihat's net extraordinary vit-
tue, la it ?

LADY R.-Arid the girl? What ofhler?
C.-By'this time sha bas seau scotes of men,

lu ail tespects lietter tissu me, cotfund tbem.
Shah? Why ae-

LADY R.-Stop. Don't say tee mucli alcut
Miss Betty Tyrref. Put the picture back sud
drop the subjeet. Put the pieture back lu its
place.

C.-Very well. I de't waut te bore yen.
(So e agees te replace the pictmsre. -sud draws

aside the curtairi. ''hîere is Betty Tyrrel. Then
tIare is silence in the roorn for a tirne.)

B ETTY.-Mr. Huutley, 1 arn very sorry.I
did net mesu te hîsten.

C-Miss Tyrre-Betty-is it yen h
B-Oh, forgive mis. I did îlot mes te lilq-

tan.
C.-Aud it la yeu iudeed.
B.-But 1 did. net mau it. Ohi, yen lie.

haeve that I did net bide mysaîf lare te isten.
C.-You!
LADY R.-It was my fauit.
C.-What de you mesu h
LADY R.-De attend te me. Miss Tyrrel la

my friand. Sha carne te fatdli me after îny sit-
ting. Fiuding that the studio bcenged te yen
of ail mien in tha werhd, she was faighteued
and 1 put lier there.

B.- -Tbank -yen-oh, thank yen. Mr. Hurit-
iey, itiese goed of ber to say that. But I must
tell yen. We ara living just opposite, papma
sud mamans sud I ; sud 1 ssîw yen go eut; sud
I thmuglit yen were going away ; sud I navet
Stepped te thinli; audî1 siipped eut -by myseif ;
sud I did 50 ant te sea the place whare yen
worked. 1 did net stop te thiuk ; that waa
wliere 1 was wreug. And I found lier liera, sud
i w-as frightanad.

C.-But yen, yen? Yen camaeliera : would
yen stay here-witb me h Oh child, in it pos%-
sible that yen should este for me h

B.-Yes.
(.-If 1 bad kuown this
LADY R.-Auy orie but a mau would have

known it yeara ago. (As she look s at Ciand sud
Betty ahbe igls te arnile at lier own thouglits.)
Thera were onhy two lu I'aradise, in thie firat
apha orchard, uniess yent count the serpent,
sud that is a rôle for wlîich I have miithiar in-
clination uer cspscity. (Exit. )

M USICA L AN D DRAM3A TIC.
FANNY ELULLR, thîe once famous dsucet, la

now eighty-fonr years old.

PATTI la liaving a great su cesa lu London,
siaging IlFaus at s Il Aidi." Her voice bas rêgaineut
ita power especiallu the middle sand iower regîcter.

SOTHERN wilh brig eut an entirahy riew cern-
panv te support hlm at the Park Theatre. Among thein
wil be Miss Lucy Bmckatomme, lime daugbter of the tamomi
comedian.

MISS AGNFs ETHIEL pnid M. Victorien Sardou
aine tbouitad £1lars for the play of IIAgries," aimd it
waa te have been her exclusive propert-v lu ail Engiisb-
epeakiumg countries.

A FRENCH actresa taceritiv nearly lest bat lifa
by sleepingg in an spartment fild with the flowers tbat
had been thrown on the stage duning the aveaimg. Slie

1was unconsiomis wien fouiid.

ON ber arrivalinir London Miss Chats Louise
Kellogg receiveut flattering proposais; from the managers
of Drury Laneansid Covent (Garden, bat as she went
abroad te reat and net to, ing tshe declin,-d botb ofi'era.

Mus. Boi.cICAîULI' is te tny a new play at
Brigbton, the <mi n wbieh sueateut not beiimg deemed
succassful. Tom Tayloris writing ber a iew plece. aimd

se will very likely do a draina ealleut -' Aulut Lang
Syne," when @hbs comes te ibis coîuntry.

AN English crlic writes : " Nothumg seerna
more easy for an atrese than tm wave lier arme and yet
nothingie moredfilcuit. Aîiy girl may nue drilied. into
belag graeeful, but unlegs ebe lias exceptional <ramatic
talent sbe willi alwaya ietrsy her famlta of gestuare. The
muet aacompliibed lady or gentleman on the stage cati-
net eften appear as such omn the htage."

Fntom s complete catalogue of lis répertoir-e,
given 10 the editor of the Londolu,îïyarn. two yvairs agiu,
by Mr. Charles Matbewe, 15 appiears that he had pla% ed
in 229 different rôles, and tbat lie waiacttaully hie literary
creator <of 63 of tht-m. One f lits pies-es, a Il Stramige
Histoi-y,' was lan ana acta, anitber la eiglmt. He wrote
omne five-sî-t cmmedy, six la thîreee ate, sixteen ini two
actsansid twenty-ene un neuasel-lal, forty-ive ee.

HJilORO US.
FARH.YESsl have lea rued that it takea the hast

ofsoi l te mise a mortigage.

Te the-Anerican boy there iî sn awful, a ma-
iestic difference la the weight between the boit eimd of a
flsh-poie sind a hoe-handle.

A GRIEAT big ripe tomnte, if w-aIl clusaî, wilh
do more te make an <rator f-îrcet bia sihject iban ai l tbe
cbeers a man crowd can alter.

THE youngster who was sent aw-ay frein tua
tal lejugt as the paetry came omn., went up clairs ingiag,

("Good-by, eweet tart, goou-y'
WHEN.% a boy bats a hall tîrougli a parleur

wiadow tbe boy may net lose bis iiii, but tbe mani
who owns the wiaudow is imvaristuly puit omnt.

THE, merry riuging lauîgl ef childlieed falîs
sweetiy uponathbe ar at ail times-excppt wbea the man
who le runainig te catch a sireet-cuir faIts uver a frolie-
soama dog, samd ties te standlonmi ho-bad n his iat. St

jars a itthe thea.

" IF yen wera lu the junigles aud sbomld meet
a royal Bengal tiger, witb bis ai-e giarimme fire on yosm.
what wocad yen do h*' nquired ocame ioakney of ammutmer.

&'i dmn't kaow wbat 1 ahouold do ;bmat I kaow if I was
inBond street I'ds-alacab!"

SAiD Brown te Parker: 1 say, hParker,
what's the diflereace betweea a ripm wter;melimi aad a
rottqn bead of cabbagpl' - (<ilvpit ieml; caîi hatl]."
Brmmwi laughed softly as be salid, Yo'd be a aiee ans
to sand te buy s watermelon, yom wîuold 1"

"'WPRFE there auy ahinandîmfs±angarsa anîng
tha Jewe at th#4 lime o? Ibeir iomrnPy lu> tbe promisaut
land ?" aslcd a sîperitendent hast Smnday. IlNo, a4ir."
replie thlIe smert bey on the back seat, " tbuuy were ail
te the mamna bora." Scouol ahuaed with siugiag.

A NYw% ORLEANS hswyer was the other day
dafeauina scase agahinsa ilrmîadcompany for runnink
orer sand rmimiagr a cbild. Ha gravehy tîil the Juiry
that if they awsrdemi damaremi, the people of New Or-
le.as would eterialaly be seiidiiig ieiir eilîdreti la the
,'tieets te ha rua ever.

Two 'Germaus met iriSsii Francisce latelY.
Aftar an affactionate greetjag tha foliumwiimg dialogue ai-
oued : I"Van yonu sid von bel srrived "-" Yeterday'"

IYou dat bora arouad t"-" No.'-" Oh 1I1icea,joi
came dct isthmes àems ?"-'- No."-" Oh ! det-à yoim
cerne dot lsnd over ?" -" No."-Dan yeu haf not ar-
rved."-' Oh, yes I i bey arrived. 1 corne dot Mexico
thromigh."

WHAT coohuess the Piiîdelphia Bulleti, mori
hat te write as foiiows : I"Asgt-e lîull basclinlu <mr easy
chair simd wateli the wonderfiml iraeery mf tbe frut ipîma
the windows, aimd liaten te, thé merry claag cf ftue siaigli-
beils, we catch ourselves c(aletilatimmg wbetherthm
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