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I rushed out. I ran scroas the

* Wackles,” I said hurriedly tom. :
comedian, "*‘we are done! Duloet has
chucked us, and there is no understudy.”

** Please, sir," cried little Lally Brough-
ton, clutching my arm.  *Oh, please,
l."- Qusvers, do give me a chance sir.
I'm letter perfoot in the music and words,
and I know all the busioess, and I feel—
I know I can pull you through.” o

Lally Broughton did the trick, sir. We
rehearsed the last act. She went through
the other three with the principals the
next morniog, and in the evening we
sprang our new prima donna upon the
world of fashion. :

That girl has made my fortune, Oliver.
I'm to be married to her this day fort-
night, added Mr, Quavers, with a smile.
I think I should like you to be my best
man, because, you see, we are both in love
with her. S b

“ Quavers,” replied Oliver after a pause, i
¢ J—1I shall be delighted. You’re a Jucky
fellow.”— C. J. Wills in St. James Gaxette.

ﬂﬂ she wouid be in an onning dl. w ¢ T aee (E : 205
43 question her friends never tire of yamn,” snd then I'll spin you a little

ppunding. bt with little hope of ever| = ;
rpessiny the much desired pictnn, It h jd * * * ’ : *
- : three years ago (began the
composer) that I made Lally Broughton's
i : -

IER DEBUT,

HEY were having their coffee after a | Stances. first ic “ha
T ra her  elaborate dinnor—vacn m;&wmﬁ.h
sitiser. We began at 9.30 a. m., not done—not
uavers, the -‘m;n@r. was the fashion, '-u’ done—till 10 o'clock that m‘,
fshost, St John Oliver, known to his [and we went right w everything,
penis snd acuaintances as Coaly, only |and & precious anxious time it was, I can
aree and twenty, was the son and heir of tell you. - :

ge great coal mine proprietor, Matthew Andmbodymdotnnpon-o.md
her. the stage manager was down on every-
“W.Il Ohver, what do you want to get | body, aud the ballet master had lost his
¢ ofme ' Out with it. Come to the|besd. The chorus master was like a
antat once. . Your dinner was & good raving lunatic. ) :
And the prima donna'’s understudy had
just sent in & medical certificate—not
Dt beat about the bush, my bay, | that I cared very much about that, for
bplomacy 19 wasted on a chap like me. Miss Dulcet, our sheet anchor, was in
la want something, of course. | hop. 'P““‘i‘ voice.

ju haven't been 'l’ilil'ﬂ A sentimental J“M‘w curious incident hp-
vizand are wanting me to set it "' . pened. A little, pale, blue-eyed chorus
“Oh it not o bad as that,” replied girl suddenly fell down in a heap at my
¢ joung fellow, with o blush, ** though feet. Wackles and I picked her up and
tisasentimental matter. It is aboat popped her into a property chair. The

vue one | take an interest in. I want to girl had fainted.
“ What's the matter, my dear ! sid

feak to you about Lalage Broughton.”
.wv.:“ httle Lally Bn)ugbmn. What has Wackles, kindly w. when she came
;:.~‘ done ' Been making an aes of your- to herself.
®if and want your letteﬂ Mk, .h r, L1 Oh’ u'. w“kl. !n .u ﬂlegirl—-for
“ltsn't exactly that,” i she is but a gitl—* I didn’t mesn to, I
s 7 that,” seplied S really didn’t. Please don’t sy anything
"Quavers,” cried the _ | about it.”
:illuil'\-' “| want you to in{:;ldngum‘l:“:o “JIt ain't » time for fainting, Miss
“ 11 hang it, man, I worship the Broughton,” said Wackles, beating on his
#yaround she walks on, and I've sent | <hest in his low comedy manner. ** Look
¥iquets and flopal banjos, and 1 have at me. Idon’t faint. When a prof.u-
S the same seat all through the long sional lady wants to hgnt.lbuhould faint
Mo of that new comie opera of yours, and out of business hours.”
“ery night ['ve tossed a floral tribute of | Please don't, Mr. Wackles,” said the
”'mr sort at her feet. And every lli“ll‘. girl, with a little sob. ** And, oh, Mr.
“vers, she has bowed and smiled at me Wackles,” she added—and there was an
“until last week, and then I was ass|swful look about her eyes—*‘is that a
;“"“-’h to put a ring and note among the | resl loaf, sir 7 she said, gasing hungrily
,'u'm' and the next day I got 'em back | ot one of those long French loaves of
;“ registered letter, and mow she just bread which Mr. Wackles was carrying
Hu.nh;a_s my flowers aside with her foot.” |over his shoulder, as though it had been
ou dear boy, you've evi s | a battleaxe.
"1 badly, ang f’uyomi;‘ ;:‘:.":;l:n‘ “: :: » Of course it's real,” said Wackles.
rw: the sort of thing I'd do" for avery-|. ** Oby pleass,” mid the girl, ** would
’" ¥, but becauge you're not a bad sort of it, sir? I luven’t
f thap, and you mean honestly. You got a penoy in my pocket, undllnv.ent
0 meqy, huneetly, en?’ tasted anything since 8 this I.nommg'.
| be youny fellow took Mr. Quavers’ | These nine weeks' rehearsal, sir, don’t
,u.[.‘ ;T"Ch"" hand. bring suy salary, and mother and I are
msorry for you,” said the composer | very poor.”
n%:y' N Y"“'Hyhu've to wait .p;:;’t At that moment I was sent for fro:: the
iven’ “d then the run of *The Little manager’s room. Sparklebury was there.
" ill be over, and the next day I'm |So was Mr. Mephibosheth, who repre-

Yo vt 3
h. hangat, Quavers, you know " ——

h 4

Jeanet'e Gilder writes to the New York
World that she met an Anterican in Paris
a few days ago who expressed great aaxi-
ety for the future of New York. If we
don’t do something to make New York
mose attractive,” said he, we shall have
pno millionaires there to spend their
money. They are over here in shoals.
‘Besides Willie Astor, who has burned his
ships behind him and made England his
home, there is W. K. Vanderbilt, who
has s country-house in England, and has
just taken a threeears’ lease of a hotel
in Paris. And George Gould is now
hand-in-glove with the Prirce of Wales ;
you know what that means ! He is will-
ing, even anxious, to pay & high price for
the friendship of a prince. He, too; is
going to have a house in England, and
with his royal highness as his sponsor, he
will get all he waots in the way of social
distinction. And the Gould girls are in_
Paris now, and all the impecunious titles
in France are at their feet. They crushed
one pretty effectually, a duke at that, and
» man with uvo end of pedigree, but an,
exhausted exchequer. He was ‘given the
sack’ as soon as his intentions became
known, and that was pretty. soon after he
roduction. I never saw 8o
ps in Paris before in my
life. New York must do something to
hold her millionaires, or they will all be
living in England or France before long.
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