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; Turn, Her name was

_ dicky myself in your place; Phil, would-
- 't you?" N "

!

o : o
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. BY MABEL RICHARDSON.
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s of tobacco smoke rising
stalls to crowded gallery,
‘continual change of one tune
r, to the accompaniment of
r and applause, the per

it the Rotunda rattled along,
da was a second-rate music-

m ¥ n-w, a young m‘“.know, but—your friends might give me

n actor type. sat in a box
an :
dark, _face, His look
»d from the stage to the rows
'med, vacant faces, and back

1o his friend, Nea Aubrey, who!

singing, With coarse .exaggeration,
vorit: Rotunda ditty.

sbrey tripped over his feet and Jis-

i into the wings with a terri-

crash, a witticism which convulsed

audience, The leader of the or

lestra wiped the perspiration off his

1@-“@, with a large handkerchief. A

souple of attendants in magenta plush

aged the numbers. On the cards

cas the simple announcement, “Ex:iri

few sounds of disapproval spurt:d

different partsef the house, The

chestra jingléd thru a commonp'ace

emphony. Then, with a flutter of

pink skirts and a step as light as

‘ skimming befere the

. in
‘'nis was a surprise indeed!
But the house gave the Extra Turn a

ng of whisues. coughs and ironi- ne

She was daunty, delicate,
witerly unsuited to the

song—the usual

a .disappointment 1o

the weariness had left

he hung

every movement of the rose-piuk
' nhmn;ghwbbeauleml

“jsed that the girl was a dead failure.
A brutal hunting instinct swept thru

One voice after another
‘the Extra

Turn. B

D'Arcy could no longer hear the
girl's voice over the noise, She trembl-
ed from head to foot, The young ac-
tor was effectually shaken out of his
usual indifferent indolence—he actualiy
forgot himself for a long three min-

I the last words were sung.
but not before, the girl ran off

few minutes afterwards D'Arcy was
standing with _New Aubrey in one of
the passages leading from the Rotun-
da stage to the dressingrooms, Au-
brey had introduced him to the Extra
Constance Stan-
ley: she was quivering against the wall.
and tears trickled down her chesks
from under half-closed eyelids. Her
breath came in littie sobbing gasps:
there was no tinge of color in her face,
except the bright saive on the lips.
D'Arcy dlooked at her in passionaie
sympathy. %
“Come, buck up- old girl!” saig New
Aubrey. “Why on earth did Foster

Buck.up! I should feel

u;:m D'Arcy was ruffied at the ques-

=y really .can’t imagine myself try-
ing to go on at the Rotunda, Ned!™
“Are you upon the stage?" said-Con-

» stance quickly.

He smiled. She could not have heard
name,

“Oh, yes, Miss Stanley. But—will

You forgive me?—I can't be sorry at

Your failure here.”
‘tcv." said

Constance; “if the people in front are
cruel it is very different behind.” She
locked  gratefully: at Ned ° Aubrey-
“Well, I've failed! There"
that! Did you see Foster jumping 1
the air because I ‘wouldn’t come off
till the end of the song?” Her >yes
twinkled her more in the tearful mood.
“Brave!" exclaimed: Ned Aubrey.
“Pack up your traps, my dear. and
:mll..'l:dl' It was only a trial turn after

Then he shook hands warmly and
hurried away. The young actor drew a
2&'&"“"" to the girl as she said gocd-

“You understand me, Miss Stanley.
when I say that I am glad you failed?
It was a terrible ordeal, but still —"

Would you be glad to fail your
self. Mr. D'Arcy, in any single thing

" You had set your heart on?” she asked,
" flushing, : Mo

“No! But then—forgive me again—I
should never set my heart on a Ro-
tunda triumph! There's the difter-
ence!"™ <3

“You're in the new play . at the
:;i:ce‘s, ar: you not?” answereqg Con-

ce, with a smile, sound
too egotistit™ . o .

“N-no! Tt sounds liks a long en-
gazement at the Prince's-"

D'Arcy was piqued, but he still :de-
tained her. “Will you come and see
me play? May I send you seats?”

“I shall be delighted.”

With these few words, spoken quick-
Iy in a dingy passage behind the
scenes of a music hall. D’Arcy and Con-
stance Stanley first met ang parted-
The failure of her trial turn was tha
::'e‘::;nmngi <:r a mutual attraction thnt
s ng into
i > full growth in a few

The charm angd energy of Constance
Were a continual surnrise to D'Arcy.
He often spoke of his “fataj lethapev.”
hm Constance chaneed the words into

fatal laziness.™ With all hig devr

the
stage with a quick, fluttering step, A'

4 “You talked about your art, succ-ss

tion there was something of Ki Co-
phetua in D’Arcy. As the weehn‘v‘ ent
by, one thing troubled Constance, He
never offered to take her to his home.
She wondered whether they disapprov-
i :.dri.ot‘ his engagement to a penniless

“Dearest!” Constance. said to him at
last, “I'm ignorant and ordinary, I

& trial turn!”

Philip, who had often talked vaguely
of the wealth and aristic atmosphere
of the D’Arcy household, could not re-
_Sist the half-defiant; -haif-pleading

words, ;

On the following day she was taken
to the D'Arcys’ surprisingly smail
house, A grimy - little girl of fourtecn |
was waiting on the door-step, holding
a large loaf.

“What . are you doing here?” said
D'Arcy, as he opened the door with a
‘htch-key. “These servants are incor
jrigible!” Constance had ofter heard

her lover compiain of “servarts”—the
!little girl with the loaf was -, modern
| instance. |

The small room they e; .€. 1 was like

a photographer’'s show case, There

were portraits of Philiz in cvery cos

tume and posture,
neither new or old, ane faded red cur
tains hung by the windo vs,

' ““Horrid little hole, isn't is, darling?”
said Philip. ; :
| *“But surely one’s home—" Constance

“There’s no place like home—thank
Heaven!” he interrupted, .

Mrs, D’Arcy enteréd the room. She
was a thin. shrunken little woman.
Her features were at once severe and

weak; she stooped and her hands shook
! nervously.

. “I'm very pleas:3 to make your ac
quaintance, Miss Slanley,” said Mrs.
|D’Arcy in a frightenel voice-
Constance, with eas Self-possession,
took off her hat anc gloves and sat
down by Mrs. D'Arcy on the sofa, The
100k of the broken-down, hopeless littie
woman impressed her painfully,
| “I'm. sorry Eva isn't at home.” Mrs.
D'Arcy went on, “but she doesn’'t get
away from the office till past seven.
;It's very hard work."” #i
Philip had always spoken as if his

| sister’s typewriting were only a plea- |shenld

,sant pastime, Constance laid her left
‘huul. with its flashing ring, over Mrs.
!D’Arcy’s hard nervous fingers,

{ *“Deo call me Constance!” she said.

| “Yes, Miss Stanley, certainly I will
Eva and I are very plain, homely Deo-
ple. Philip. my dear, have you told
i this young lady about your poor father
.and your education?”,

“I don’t: think it matters, mother.,”

The furniture was|:

| trained on Newmarket

[ hurrying throng of people on the ship,
to the upper deck. Then, with a sud-
den thrill of lonliness, turneg his back'
ot} the crowded quay.

“Well, I deserved it,” said D’Arcy to

TPPEXli ANCErmiransirs B =

‘| himself, and at the same minute &

hand was gently laid upon M?rm.
“Constance!” 25

D'Arcy’s hand closed overghers. If
I was at all--ungenerous—I ‘vant you
to forgive me, and let us pait friends.”

“Only friends? Connie, why-did you
come?” ‘ §

Unable to bear the painful pleasure
of her voice he leaned his arm on the
rail and hid his face. There was the
foud ringing ‘of the warning Dbell

"Arcy pulled himszif together with
something of the old smilé- :

“There! It's all right, darling! You
must go!” :

Their hands were closely locked; but
the look of hard resolve that he had
Secsn in her eyes when they parted was
there still, :

“No! I can’t trust you,
Good-by!™ &

with her lips pressed to his cheek: |
“Come back to me 3oon, dear love!”

* PREPOSTEROUS RICHARD.

Ris Excuse for .. ing Debarred is
Stopid. <

Marquise de outemoy: T attempt
made by Richard: Croger to w;:be the al:\
ticn of the stewards of the Jockeg Club of
Ergland i barring his horse from heiag
v feath to his hav-
ll:g suceessfully bid aguinsi King Edward
a® a sale of yearlings held at Newmarket
last September is preposterous to those
who have any knowleds> of the onditions
“wihich vail on the Dritish turf, and:
especially in the Jockey Tlub, while  Lord
Durbam is the chief of its triumvirate of
stewards. The Jockey Clah is tke most lu-
dependent organization of the kind in the
world, and so absolutely secure from  the
infiucnce, 2ither one wav or- another,. on
the part of the re » h that it
has time and again hlae 1

» has - for -

for the fact that they wers proposcd and
backed by royalty. In racing matters
king ceases to be a sovereizm, has

York, Edward VII, shows the exa
which every sportsman jw Eugland interesi.
¢ in honorable and straigzhiforward raciug
follow, of voluntarily submitting
forzotten that

It must never be

{Ring George IV. was all powerful as ro

gent of the British cmpire and his horses
un In a questionabl:

'he answered, impatiently, “My little | Lora

. woman makes the best of a bad bar
‘ gain!™ 5 !
| ‘There was so much of the proprietor
iin his manner that the. girl drew her-
away. ! .
| “My husband -was wrapped up in
" Philip,” continued Mrs. D'Arcy, “He
‘couldn’t rest in his last illness for
wondering how he would get on. But
he did —my boy! He’s been a good
son to me, and he'll be a good hus
band to you!™
She stopped abruptly, as if she had
said too much. Many thoughts were,
chasing each other thru Constance's
mind. Above all, the indifference. of
_tendérness ¢

hour for departure came, Mrs. D’Arcy
looked wistfully into the girl’s face,
*You'll be happy,” she said. “but I'm
sure you descrve it!"” !
Constance colored as she said 3
by. The street wag empty. are
threw his arm round her shoulders and
l‘;:?ed her hand aimost roughiy.
ow

ySaid, “how I hav? had w0 crush poverty
iand low birth under my heel! But I
have you to heip me, Connie! I know
you will be-absorbed in the one great
.aim—my work! My triumph over all
‘thsusmetnm dnn;hncka of my boyhool.”
; o g

!m poct 80 home at once,” was all
- When they arrived at the Stanleys’
house, Constance stood leaning against
the mantelpiece, with her eyes tixed
on her lover's face,

“Do you remember the® night wh2a
you . met me first,” she asked him.

and work! Now I come to think of it,
you are alwaygy talking about your art.
success and work!" ‘

D’Arcy protested. but she weng on in
the same cold, meditative way, §

“You say you have brushed every:
obstacile er your heel—true, but it
is stained with thé life blood of ‘the
few who love you!". . L

“Constance!” cried D"Arcy,
talking sentimental rot!” .

“Neo, Philip! I am trying to under-
stand the worship of self, self, self!
You remember the Rotunda?"

“Shall I ever forget it ” He tried lo
draw her into his arms, but she quiet-
ly resisted the effort,

“It was only a tria] turn, but I fail-
ed! You have had a trial of a different
sort, and you have failed! As ned
sort, and you have failed ! As Ned
and march!™ : >

* s e . -

So ended the tw

a few weeks, when the first soreness
had worn itself away, D'Arcy came to
the surface of everyday life as if he
had had a dip inte icy water.
: A year passad b?!'ore Constance
heard from him again; .then she re-
ceived a long and earnest letter, He
was going to America for a. thre2
months’ tour and he entreated her to
see him once b:fore he left England.
She sent no reply.

D'Arcy | M

you ‘understand, Connl'e." .ho h

ward, and Jdefea them, sablectiug
Iy the mouarch to heavy financial loss and

to severe disappdintmens.

—a wmeasure from
awd which will . | ‘affect ;
Croker stable. not in England, but a'ze
in Ireland. and in all the conntrics of con-.
h st be aseribed to en-
tirely different reasons.  What  these rea-
sons are it is difficnlt to say, sinee the
0 "Inly declize to fur-
a < 3

Newmarket are the club’s
and that the cinh “does
r. Creke’s horses  teaiesd there.
that it sives hoth to him and to his s
terr‘!'l: black eye cannot for a

»

Somewhat Different. '
“Q. Henry,” author of “Cabbages and
Kings,” tells a whimsical tale of what
he considers unfair competition in the
short story field. A short time ago he
says he was in the office of a big mag-
azine and witnessed the return to a
dejected looking young . fellow of a
couple of maruscripts. *“I am sorry

came to New York from New Orleans

stories to our pffice. We can never

and- the_edi'tror :‘?
earnestly. “You
New - ns,” said that
“Why?2 said the youmg man.
day I may write t»*,?::rr “you
"o t can 3
ot e y:;nm " said the editor,
"mdmmnxh::ﬁm'w
lat e man.
- bout board bills? T
have an income of twenty ‘thousand %
year from my father’s estate.”

In the February Ceatury.

Who organized the Boston Symphony
Orchestra?  What is policy an@
what the object of its bping? How are
its leader, concert- er and playets
secured, and how are they paid? What
does the Boston Symphony Orchestra
mean to America? These are some of
the questions the answers to which in-
terest every music-lover in the coun-
try. And these points, and many
others, will be covered in the Febru-
ary Century in an article on “The Bos-
ton Symphony Orchestra,” by Richard
Aldrich, musical critic -of The New
York Times. Among the fllustrations

Philip! |

And then—oh, the inconsistency of |
(Woman!—she impulsively threw her|
arms round his neck and whispered |

:

4

for that fellow,” said the editor. “He|
a year ago, and regularly brings some | :

110 joy! O ecstasy! He's coming back; .
| To-night he will be

him sigh .
'} YWith sweet contentment after every
‘ smack!

THE TORONTO SUNDAY WORLD -
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‘May Ethel Courtney in “Hearts Adritt” at the Majestic this week

' ADVENTURES OF STA ¢ STRU.K MIS|

Miss Ireme O'Bryne Returis Home

. From a Brief Trip to Gothum.
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.s.;-m of an Engaged Girl.
here—to-night!—
wm' feel his arms arounlllm. hear

‘When he has entered ﬁl peek thru a

crack, < :
And then, emitting a glad little cry
Apd giving pent-up love .‘:ﬂt free-
dom, fly TR
To meet him in the heavenly ttack. -

How

lithe and slim
His splendid body is! His chest is
His biceps are immense, his le.‘s are
trim, e i
My soft cheek up to his, and, clgtched
by him,

How broad his shoulders are!
wide,
And in abeut ten minutes I will s'ide
In glad contentment nestle at his side.

We—
If" Paradise is ‘even half -as grand
As making up with one whcem you
adore : ’
It is no wonder angels care no more
To journey back to carth!. There by
the stand .
He caught me in his arms, as T had

of the sketch will beé a portrait of
Henry Lee Higginson from the paini-

It was a bright summer day ‘hich
D'Arey wns/to sail from Soutmﬂ
|
|
|

ing by John S. Sargeant.
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It you wani: to iy to Phdereswshl-
If you want to say to Sar “Sir,
your

portraits are a smut
| If you want to say to Irving, “As an

: rou’re | %
-p.,.’:“""" letter in :e'ummu"' ¢ col-
umns, e

| ana l't‘ you'd run a newspaper, or popu-
JIt may be
some

3 a= o ] TS, :w‘
o h oS, &

‘New York American: W rUody.
you go along the country the mildly :uqui-
sitive sheep lift their " .
< whether he be 8 young iam) f
fighting ram—has always tae sdine rémark

{to make. You may be walkiug, ridiog on

Ekorseback, in an ' automobile or a fiying
machine—the sheep has only owe thing to
say. The shuple word “haa™ exprosses sl
his cmotions dod all his interest. That is
n:'ei q-ln::t luf the &elleﬂml eéxciten.ent of
which L , The sneep-man &
cuite as ‘pk-nm ag his sheep brother i
the nelds.  And his wind works very amucn
in the same way. He Is the st of man
who thinks that ‘he knows everything, who -
with: his contemptuons “hah”™ rejects a new
faen, becanse it is new. The sheep ol least
is epen-minded.  lle %5 not ashamed to
confess mild surprise. If he goes on evat-
ing his grass indiferently, it js unot from
solf-sufficient indifference, but from attr
lack of mind. The shecpman Iz a shacp
thru arrogance and self-oncrit. No far am
pussibilities of intellectual growth are ~on-
cerned, he is veally a sheen. ‘The first time
he witers his contemptuous “hah’” when a
new idea is put bhefor> him his Jimitations

planned:

| 'Twas there we let our souls tear

ar: set. There is no move Jdevelopmont for
him. v




