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THE CRITIC,.

A SEASIDE COMEDY.

(Concluded.)

¢« Not at all, Captain Terrberry  This is a public room, I belleve "—
to the guests.

¢ He seemed much encouraged by her voice, A hslf smile of satlsfaction
lighted up bis sallow festures for an iostant, and entetiog the room, he
walked aimlessly towards the window at which I was statfoned. I hurriedly
made my escape through the conservatory door on my right, not without
barking my shins severely by tumbling noisily overa centary plantin a
tub ncar the doorway—which would at any other time have called up any-
thing but Queen's Eoglish, but now only seemed to add the savour of salt
to the business in hand., Again hearing voices in the direction of the win-
dow, I bastened to occupy my coign of vantage,

¢ I thought you were golog up to London, Captain Terrberry ' said
Mabel, as she bathed her head with a handkerchief steeped ia cologae,
without looking up.

¢ % That was oy intention, Miss Vernon,” he sald, as he sat down at the
table, ¢ but I have changed my mind."”

¢ % No—-that la—DMabel], that telegramn was only a pretext to gwve me
another opportunity of seeing you. I am very sorry that you have such a
severe headache.,” He looked up as though he was, the smtling, smirking
blockhead. * That opportunity I now tske advantage of. Allow me to
say again what I said this morning—2Mabel.”

¢« Captain Tertberry,” her voice was soft and tender. No wonder the
Csptain looked surprised as well as gratified, whilst success at last was wrlt-
ten oll over his features, My heart sank within me. * She will give the
whole snap away If she talks like that,” I thought with agrosn. * Captsin
Terberry, I will give youmy answer to-morrow. I have given it much
thought to-day * (as Indeed she had) ¢ until my head achesso that I cannot
collect oy thoughts sufficiently to thank you.” (Oh!what a tarradiddle.
I could feel myself blush as I watched the ingepious look on her face)
“That is—to express to you how happy I will bs to spsak to you to-mor-
row morning on a subject—did some one knock $”

¢ The Captain looked as though be would like to knock dowa the some
one, whoever he was, Intesruptiog as he did a moment of unutterable
bliss.

¢ Brian Lynch, in answer to a sharp * Come in,” tarned the lLandle of
the door, aod, Iosertiog his Hibernlan visage ioto the room, said in an im-
pressive voice, which sounded sepulchral in the stilloess, and almost cost
me my position as a Scotland Yard detective, whilst his goggle eyes wan-
dered a)l over the apartment like a bailiff takiog mental stock of furniture
—everswhere he looked, except where the two were sitting—(dr, Lynch
hsd evidently been expending some of his bribery io fire-water already).
¢ Is Captaio Puarvis Tenberry, of th’ 420d Light Dragoons, here 3 and, his
eyes st last resting on the object of his search. * God save ye, sor; but
might I make so bowld asto spake wid yer hunor & moment ?*

¢“No! I'mbusy! Shuttbhe door!”

4 3o 1 aee, sor,” remarked Brian, with an audible chuckle, but without
complyleg with the request.

¢« 115 very urgeat, sor, and I'll save yer hooor's grace, it I kin. A
telegram from Brussels—Scotland Yatd—come here, sor—quick! Before
it ur too late.”

¢ The Captaip jumped off his chair with a bolt, and, forgetting to excuse
himself to bis adored, hastily approached the door. The said adored
seemed to be suffering in the throes of sirangulation, judging from certain
gurglicg sounds which appeared to emspate from that direction, while she
seemed to be making violent efforts to swallow her handkerchlef. Wus
she laughing 2 I am not prepared to say, bat 1ocline to that opinion.

¢ Brian approached the Captain, and, possessing himself of a button on
his dress coat, gently led him into the hall and closed the door, while 1 fled
to the bar, three doors down the piszza, quickly seated myself at one of
the tables, with my back to the door, and called londly :

¢« Dalrymple, bring me another brandy and sodas. Have you found my
men yet? I'll go and huat him up myself in 2 minule. My orders are
dead or alive. IUll be dead if be doesn't show himself pretty soon.”

¢ ¢ T tell you, Inspector, there is no one of thst name staying here.” (This
in a lond and aogry voice.)

¢4 What's in 2 name, I'dlike to know I' said I, rising to my feet ¢ Any
other name "Il do just as well—Brown, Jones, or Robimnson—they have as
mavy pames as 2 jackrabbit, these outlaws of an outraged and long-suffering
community.’

¢ Now Daliymple, was the proprictor of the hotel, snd was coached be-
forehzod as to his part in the little comedy. He was not overfond of the
Captain for his overbeariog manncer and wantof promptness :n paying bis
board bills, and promised to do anything ia his power to get rid of him.
Poor Tenrberry, we were makiog things hot for him.

¢ Presently I heard steps at the door leading to the hall, and, torniog,
saw the blanched face of the object of our comversation. Oaly for a
moment, however, as it as suddenly disappeared, while a scurrylog along the
plazzs made me aware that he was off.

*T sprang to the door, and, with a wheop like a wild Indisn, discharged
& blank cartridge or two.

* At the first shot the Captein dropped his valise—his only encumbrance
beeldes his consclence—and sped like a deer into the darkocss, followed by
myself and a hooting mob—guests who happoned to be at home, attaches of
the hotet, and haogers-on of every desoription, whilst the very dogs in the
stable yard strained at their chains and barked with fury.

‘ Wr. Brian Lynch a Unle overdid bis instructions, for, without my

knowledge, he had siationed himszIf at a spot near a grassy terrace of four
ateps, where the wily Irlshman shrewdly gueased Tertberry would pass, as
1t was a short cut to the highway,

¢ Sure enough the Captaln came flying over geranium beds, exotics. aod
rose bushes In a wild desire to reach the south gate—I had purposely ied
the mob to that at the north, to give him a chance to meke good bis
escape.

¢ As he roached the top of the terrace Mr. Lynch rose up uasteadily
from behiod a syrlnga tree, and fired a shot-gun over the fugitive’s head,
the said fugitive, with a yell of supreme terror, tripped over a shrub and
rolied ungracefully to the bottom of the terrace ; but instantly regaining his
feet sped on through the darkoess. hastened, if such were possible, by the
boom of a gun from H. M. S. Arethusa, the officers of which good ship,
evidently st a loss to know the meaning of the shots, had fired a gun as »
sigonal of help, and at once manuned 2 boat for the shore.

¢I had returned to the hotel followed by the crowd, who were pothing
loth to driok my health {o huge pots of good home brewed, and Mr. Lynch

ance that my assistants would grab the criminal before he reached anywhere.
I then escaped to my room, finished my toilet, and at once repaired to the
drawing-room, where Mabel awaited me, enveloped in shawls and weak
with laughing.
¢ Proceeded by Brian, who bad jyined us, we passed out of the hotel
through the crowd on the piazzi, who never for a mament 1magloed that 1
aod the Scotland Yard detective were one and the same peron—indzed
they treated me with the utmost indifierence, while Bird was in every mouth,
We descended to the quiy and were rowed by tho sturdy arms of M.
Brian Lynch through the silent watera of the bay to the Are husa, passiog
the man-of-war’s boat en-route. A word from me to the youug lieuteoant
{n command indaced him to return with us te the frigate, from which came
sounds of the band and jiyous laughter. The officers had assured thex
guests that nothing was wrong—merely a sigoal with the lightship. ‘
¢ Fifteen minutes later my arm was encircliog Mabel’s slender walst ina
delightful waltz, while the straios of Love’s Dresmland, added to the sur-,
roundings, soon banlehed Ciptain Tercbarry from our thoughts, ;
““Ah! gentlemen! There is my sant's voice. Let us rejoin the;
ladies.” And, amid a shout of laughter, caused by Germalae saying dramati. f
cally—* Csptain Terrberry, Herbert Avis and Mrs. Swinton, Oh!whata;
meetiog that will be {” they entered the drawing-room. j
ALraN DouctAs Brooig, i Torontv Globe.
THE END.

BRIEF WEDLOCK.

The date of this occurrence is not important—in fact it is just as well leR :
untold. T was oo the hotel ran for a moraing paper in St. Paunlat the time, :
and glsucing over the Ryan reglster one afternoon I saw the nims of Mrs, |
George Trehune. It was written in the long, angular scrawl aff:cted so ex-
tensively by women of the dramatic profession, and although I had never
before beard of Mrs. Trehune her sigaature atiracted my atiention. Taere
1s more of instinct than any other sense in selecting from 2 long list of 813
pstures those of people worth interviewing. Mrs. Trehuoe's slapdash
characters set me wonderlog what sort of womao she was, and notbing was
easier than to find out. So I handed my card to the clerk, pointed to the
room, No. 205, aud awalted the return of the bell-boy.

In five minutes, or thereabouts, he inform=d me that 1 was to ¢ go nght
up,’ and up I went. i

¢ Come {o,’ called a voice in agswer to my tap on the dior. 1 entoered.
Near the open fire io an armclair sat a yousg woman. 812 wore a white
gown of that soft caressiog wool that so invarlably sets off well the wearer's
charms. Rising as I entered she advanced towards ms, and her manner at
once betrayed the well bred womion. I took a meatat phoic zraph of the
face and figure before me. The former was oval, well featured, set with a
pair of lustrous dark cyes aud framsd ia curls of aniod:finsble color—hali
golden, half brown. The later was tall and shapely.

¢ Pray be seated,’ she said, as I bsgan to explain why I had asked for an
intervlew. ¢ Ob, yes,' she went on, ‘I know why you came. I hsve
several friends in the professloa, and in fact have the greatest regard for the
daily vewspaper writers. They are equal toalinost anythiog’

¢ You flatter the craft) I answered. *Some of us are very refiriog. I
sm—"

¢ T hope you are not, sir,’ said my charming vis-a-vis, leaniog impulsively
forward as she spoke. Her clbaw found support on the arm of the cha,
her cbin rested oo her shapely white hand, aod her large datk eyes looked
straight into mine. It was an cmbarrassing sitnation, and X confess I bardly
knew what to make of it. VWith an effort I met the gaze of this straoge
young woman and said inquiringly: * You dislike nervous people 2’

¢ T should hate myself if that were the case,’ replied Mrs. Trehuae,  for
T sm all nerves.  Oh, dear, dear, if I only dared to do it

With a suddesn whisk she was out of the chair snd paclog backand forth
on the carpet like a caged lloness, There was very evidently somethiog
wrong with Mrs, Trehuoe, Why, goed heavens, she was sobbing !

¢ My dear madam,’ I exclaimed, ® if I can be of any possible service—'

¢ Oh, I dare not ask it of a stranger,’ she prolestz=d, throwing up both
hands dramatically. ° Acd yet,” she added, *mone buts stranger would
do.’ :

The sight of the tears hsd scattered my s:If possesidon to the winds. 1§
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lost no time in joiniog them. I had induced them to retura with the assur. *

was ready oow to fighta duzl o1 two i mocessary in deience of this mysterr
i
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