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ERSTUDY

BY ROBKRI BARR, ,

of “In the Midst of Alarms.’’ “A Typewritten Lettar,” eto. ; ’
g y VR

(

h in the Arablan story
tment which, put upon ais

ve. enabled him to see through
of houses. If the Arabian
ad passed along & narrow
ing into & main thorough-
don one night, just before
truck twelve, he would have

a dingy back room of 8 }ig

ng. a very strange sight.
id have seen King Charles the

geated in friendly converse with
other than Oliver Cromwell.
in which these two noted
had no carpet and but few
A shelf extended along one
the apartment, and it was cov-
ith mugs containing paint and
Brushes were littered about,
wig lay in a corner. Two mir-
od at each end of the shelf,
de them flared two gas Jjets
eted by wire baskets. Hanging
nails driven in the walls were
waistcoats and trousers of a
modern cut than the costumes
by the two men.
Charles, with his pointed beard
‘ruffles of lace, leaned pictur-
phck in his chair, which rested
he wall. He was smoking a
w black briar-root pipe, and per-
y His Majesty enjoyed the weed all
e that there was just dbove his
acked to the wall, a large pla-
containing thegwords, “No smok-
allowed in this room, or in any
part of the theatre.” °
well, in more sober garments,
n even jauntier attitude tLan the
for he sat -astride the chalr,
is chin resting on the back of
oking a cigarette in a meer-
shaum holder. .
'm too old, my boy,” said the King,
too fond of my comfort. Besides,
/e no longer any ambition. When
actor once realizes that he will
be a Charles Kean or a Ma-
dy, then comes peace and the en-
nt of life. Now, with you it is
nt ; you are, if I may so, in deep
etion, young and foolish. Your
oject is a most hair-brained scheme.
i are throwing away all you have
dy won."” b
gracious !” cried Cromwell,
tiently, “what have I won?”
ou have certainly won something,”
{ ed the elder, calmly, ‘““when .a
person  of your excitable nature can
80 well the sombre, taciturn char-
jeter of Cromwell. You have mounted
geveral rounds, and the. whole ladder
litts itself before you. . ¥ou have mas-
tered several languages, while I know
hut.one, and that imperfectly. -¥ou
~ have studied the foreign. drama, while
have not even read all the plays eof
kespeare. - I can do a_hundred
parts convéntionally well. You will,
gome day, do a great part as no other
man on-earth will do it, and then fame
will come to you. Now, you propose
- recklessly to throw all this away and

Good

§ g0 Into the wilds of Africa.”

“The particular ladder you offer to
me,” gaid Cromwell, “I have no desire
to elimb ; T am sick of the smell of the
footlights and the whole atmosphare
of the theatre. I am 'tired of the un-
reality of the life we lead. Why not

4 hero instead of mimi g one?”

“But, my dear boy,” said the King,
i his pipe again, ‘“look at the prac-

side of things.~ 1It.costs a fortune
f0fit out an African expedition. Where

drfe you to get the money?”

- This question sounded more natural
from the lips of the King than did the
answer from fhe lips of Cromwell.
“=“There has been too much force and
f00 much expenditure about African
travel. I do not intend to cross the
continent with arms and the munitions
of war. As you remarked a K while
ago, I know several European langu-
ages, - and if you will forgive what
sounds lke boasting, I may say that
I have a gift for picking up tongues.
I have money enough to fit myself
out with some necessary scientific in-
struments, and to pay my passage to
the coast. Once there, I will win my
wag across the continent through love
and not through fear.”

“You will lose your head,” said King
Charles ; ‘they don’t understand that
gort of thing out there, and, besides,
the idea is not original. Didn’t Living-
stone try that tack?”

“Yes, but people have forgotten
Livingstone and his methods. It is
now the explosive bullet and the
elephant gun. I intend to learn the
. language of the different native tribes
Imeet, and if a chief opposes me, and
will riot allow me to pass through his
territory, and if I find I cannot win
him: over to ' my
talk, then I will go around.”

““And what is to be the outcome of
ft al1?’ cried Charles. “What is your
object?”

“Pame, fame my boy,” cried Crom-
well, enthusiastically, flinging the chair

under him,; and pacing the nar-
room. ey :

It T can get from coast. to coast

without taking the life of a &inzfe
native, won't that be something great-
er to have dene than all the play-act-
ing from now till doomsday?”
“I suppose it will,” said the King,

gloomily ; “but you must remember |

you are the only friend I have, and I
have reached an age when a man
does not pick up friends readily.”
Cromwell stopped in his walk, and
gragped the King by the arm. *“And
are not you the only friend I have?”
he said. ‘“And why c¢an you not aban-
don this ghastly sham and come with
me, as I asked you to at first 2 How
can you hesitate when you think of
the glorious freedom of the African
forest, and compare it with this crib-
bed and cabined, and conflned business

° We are now at??
The King shook his head slowly, and,

knocked the ashes from his pipe. e
seemed to have some. trouble in keep-
ing it alight@probably because of the
prohibition on the wall.
- “As I said before,” replied the King,
I.am too old: There are no ‘pubs’ in
the African forest, where a man can
get a glass of beer when he wants
it. No, Ormond, African travel is not
for me. If you are resolved to go—go,
and God bless you ; I will stay at home
and carefully nurse your fame. I will
from time to time drop appetizing
little paragraphs into the papers about
Your wanderings, and when you are
ready to come back to England, all
England will be ready to listen to you.
tou know how interest is worked up
In the theatrical business. by judicious
DPufing in the papers, and I imagine
African exploration requires much the
B‘d‘me treatment. If it were not for
Ae pbress, my boy, you could explore
frica till you were blind, and ng-
: dy woud hear a word about it; so
Will be your advance agent and make
ready fpr your home-coming.”
twAt this point in the conversation be-
theen these two historical characters,
€ Janitor of the theatre put his head
bfgo the room and reminded the cele-
. tles that it was very late ; where-
WI;?{: both King and Commoner rose
e some reluctance and washed
by eémselves, the King becoming, when
F?) Put on the ordinary dress of an
érglbhman, Mr. James Spenee; while
: mwell, after a simYar transforma-
":m. became Mr. Sidney Ormond ; and
“;15, with nothing of royalty or dic-
. orship about them, the”two strolled
ﬂl\) the narrow street imto the main
1tem‘oughfz_are, and entered their favor-
o midnight restaurant, where, over a
cusatled meal, they continued the dis-
5 Slon of the African project, which
pence continued in looking on as one
the maddest expeditions that had

side by persuasive:

ever come to his knowledge. But the

talk was futile—as most talk is—ana

within & month from that time Or-

mond was on the ocean, headed for
frica. -

Another man took Ormond’s place at
the theatre, and Spence continued to
play his part, ag the papers.said, in
his usual acceptable manner. He heard
from his friend in due course, when he
n Then at intervals came one or
two letters showing how he had sur-
mounted the unusual difficulties he had
to contend with. After a long inter-
val came a letter from the interior of
Africa, sent to,the coast by messenger.
Although at the beginning of this let-
ter Ormond said he had but faint hope
of reaching his: destination,” he never-
theless gave a camplete account of his
wanderings and his dealings with the

journey, seemed to be most satisfac-
tory. He enclosed several photo-
graphs, mostly very bad ones, which
he had managed to develop and print
{in the wilderness. One, however, of
himself, was easily recognizable, an
Spence had it copled and enlarged,
hanging the framed enlargement in
whatever dressing room fate assigned
him, for Spence never had a long en-
gagement at any one theatre. He
was a useful man who could take any
part, but had no specialty, and London
was full of such. .

For a long time he heard nothing
from his friend ; and the newspaper
men to whom Spence -indefatigably
furnished interesting items about the
lone explorer began to look upon, Or-
mond,_as an African Mrs. Harris, and
the paragraphs, to Spence’s deep  re-
gret, failed to appear. The journalists,
who are a flippant lot, used-to accost
Spence with, “Well, Jimmy, how’s
your African friend ?” and the more
he tried to convince them the less they
believed in the peace-loving traveler.

At last there came a final letter from
Africa, a letter that filled the tender
middle-aged heart of Spence with the
deepest grief he had ever known. It

was written in a shaky hand, and the |

writer beégan by saying that he knew
neither the date nor his locality. He
had been 111 and delirious with fever,
and was now at last in his right mind.
but felt the grip of death upon him.
The natives had told him that no one
ever recovered from the malady that
he had caught in the swamp, and his
own feelings led him to believe that
his case was hopeless. The natives
had been very kind to him throughout,
and his followers had promised fto
bring his boxes to the ‘¢oast. The
boxes contained the collections he had
made, and also his complete journal,
which he had written up to the day
that he became ill :

Ormond begged his friend to'hand over

his belongings to the Geographical So-

ciety, and to arrange fdr the publica-
tion of his journal, if possible. It might
secure for him the fame he had died
to achleve, or it might not; but,- he
added, he left the whole conduct of the
affair unreservedly to his friend, on
whom he bestowed that love and con-
fidence which a man gives to another
man but once in his life, and then
when he is“young. The tears were in

Jimmy’s eyes long before he had finish-
ed the letter. :

He turned to another Ietter he had

received by the same mail as Or-

mond’s, and which also bore the South

African stamp upon it. Hoping to
find some news of his friend, he broke
the seal, but it was merely an intima-
tion from the.Steamship Company that

half a dozen boxes remained at the
| Southern terminuseof the line address-

ed to him:; buf, they said, until they
were assured the freight upon them to
!Sout,hampton would be paid, théy
would not be forwarded.

A day or two after, the London pa-
! pers announced in large type, “Myster-
jous Disappearance of an Actor.” The
well-knewn actor, Mr. James Spence,
had left the theatre in which he had
been playing the part of Joseph to a
great. actor’s Richeliew, and had not
since been heard of. The janitor re-
membered him leaving that night, for
he had not returned his salutation,
which was most unusual. His friends
had noticed that for a few days pre-
vious to his disappearance he had been
apparently in deep dejection, and fears
were entertained.
jestingly that probably Jimmy had
gone to see what had become of his
African friend ; hut the “joke, such as
it was, was not f rably received, for
when a man is calléd Jimmy until late
in his life' it shows that people have
an affection for him, and everyone who
knew Spence was sorry that he had
disappeared, and hoped that no evil
had overtaken him.

It was a year after the disappear-
ance that a wan looking sKeleton stag-
gered out of the wilderness in Africa,
and blindly groped his way to the
coast, ag a man might who had lived
long in darkness, and found the light
too strong for his eyes. He managed
to reach a port, and there took steamer
homeward-bound for Southampton.
The sea-breezes revived him some-
what, but it was evident to all the pas-
sengers that he had passed through a
desperate illness. It was justa toss-
up to see whether he could live until
he saw England again. It was im-
possible to guess at his age, so heavy
4 hand had disease laid upon him ; and
he did not seem to care to make ac-
‘quaintances, but kept much to him-
Iselr, gitting wrapped up in his chair,

gazing with a tired-out look at the |

, green ocean.

A young girl often sat in the chair
beside him, ostensibly reading, but
! more often glancing sympathetically at
the wan figure beside her. Frequent-
ly she seemed about to speak to him,
but apparently hesitated about doing
so, for the man took no notice of his
fellow-passengers. At length, however,
she mustered up courage to address
him, and said : “There is a good story
in this magazine—perhaps .you would
like to read it.”

He turned his eyes from the sea, and
i rested them vacantly upon her face for
'a moment. His dark mustache added
to the pallor of his face, but did not
conceal the faint smile that came™to

his lips; he had heard her, but had

not understood.
“What did you say?”’ he asked, gent-

ly.
“I said there was a good’story here |

entitled ‘Author, Author!” and I
thought you might like to read i
and the girl blushed very prettily as
she said this, for the man looked
younger than he had before he smiled.

“I am not sure,” said -the man slow-
1y, “that I have not forgotten how to
read. It is a long time since I have
seen a bodk or a magazine. Won’t
.you tell me the story 2 I would much
rather hear it from you. than make
the attempt to read it myself in the
magazine.”

“Oh,” she cried breathlessly, “I'm net
sure that I could tell it—atany rate
not as well as the author tells.it ; but
I will read it to you if you Hke.”

The story was about a man who had

written a play, and who. thought, as
every playwright thinks, that it was a
great addition to the drama, and would
bring him fame and fortune. He took
his play to a London manager, but
heard nothing from it for a long time,
and at last it was returped to him.
Then, on going to a first-night at_the
theatre, to see a new tragedy which
this manager called his own, he was
amazed to see his rejected play, with

certain changes, produced  upon the,

stage ; and when the cry arose for
Author, Author !” he rose in his place;
but illness and privation had done their
work, and he died proclaiming himself
the author of the play.
“Ah,” said the man, when the read-
ing was finished; ‘I cannot tell you,

natives ; and up to that point hisl

One journalist said |

: mmumm::mj
I once e ’mlpm myself,
‘e, 'u?{ou‘n it since 1 saw a

years ‘
.theatre. ‘It must'be hard luck to work
for fameé and then be cheated out of lti

. a8 was. the man in the tale; but

suppose ,it sometimes happens—al-

i ‘ though, for -the honesty of human na-

ture, I hope not very often.”

“Did you act under your own name,
or did you follow the fashion so many
‘of the profession adopt ?”’ asked the

rl, evidently interested when he
poke of the theatre;

The young man laughed, for per-
hdaps the first time bon the voyage
“Oh,” he answered, “I was not at al
noted. ‘I acted only in minor parts,
and always under own name,
which, doubtless, yo have never
heard; it is Sidney Ormond.”

“What !” cried the. girl in amaze-
ment, “not Sidney Ormond, the Afri-
can trayéler 7"’ ¥

The young man turned Ais wan face
and large, melancholy eyes upon the
questioner.

“I am certainly Sidney Ormond, an
African traveler, but I don’t think I
deserve the ‘the’ you know. I don't
imagine any one has heard of me
through my, traveling any more than
through my acting.”

“The Sidney Ormond, I mean,” she
!said, ‘“went through Africa without

firing a shot; his book, ‘A Mission of
. Peace,’ has been such a success both
1in England and America. But of
| course you cannot be he, for I remem-
{ ber that Sidney Ormond {s now lectur-
iing in England to tremendous audi-
| ences all over the country. The Royal
Geographical Soclety has given him
medals or degrees, or something of that
sort—but I believe it was Oxford that
gave the degree. I am sorry I haven't
his book with me ; it woud be sure to
interest you. I gave mine to a friend
in Cape Town. What a funny thing
it is that thetwo names should be ex-
actly the same !”

“It is very strange,” said, Ormond,
gloomily ; and his eyes again sought
the horizon, and he seemed to relapse
into his usual melancholy.

The girl left her seat, saying she
,would try to find the book, and left
him ‘there meditating. When she came.
back after the lapse of half an hour
or so, she found him sitting just as
she. had left him, with his sad eyes
on the sad sea.  The girl had a vol-
ume in her hand. “There,” she said,
“I knew there would be a copy on
board, but I am more bewildered than
ever ; the frontispiece is an exact por-
trait of you, only you are dressed dif-
ferently, and do not look”’—the girl
hesitated—‘‘so ill as when you came on
board.” \

Ormond looed
smile, and said

‘“You might say with truth, so ll as
I look now.”

“Oh, the voyage has done you good,
You look ever. 0 much better than
when you came on board.”

“Yes, I think that 8s so,” said Or-
mond, reaching for the volume she
held 'in her hand. He opened it at
the frontispiece,'and gazed long at the
picture.

The girl sat down beside him, and
watched his face, glancing from it to
the book.

“It seems to me,” she saild at last,
| “that the coincidence is becoming more

and more striking. Have you -ever
seen that portrait before?”

“Yes,” said Ormond, slowly, “I recog-
nize it as a portrait I took of myself
I in the interior of Africa, which I sent
'to a very dear friend of mine—in fact,
ithe only friend I had in England. I
'think I wrote him about getting to-
gether a book out of the materials I
sent him, but I am not sure. I was
very ill at the time I wrote him my
. last letter. I thought I was going
i to die, and told him so. I feel some-
| what bewildered, and don’t quite un-
.derstand 4t all.”

“I understand it!” cried the girl, her
. face blazing with indignation. “Your
- friend is a traitor. He is reaping the
irewa.rd that should have been yours,
and so poses as the African traveler,
,the real Ormond. You must put a
st@ to it when you reach England, and
:xpose his treachery to the whole coun-
ry.”

Oé‘mond shook his head slowly, and

up at the girl with &

“I cannot imagine Jimniy Spence a
traitor. If it were only the book, that
could ‘be, I think, easily explained, for
I sent him all my notes of travel and
materials ; but I cannot understand
his taking of the medals or degrees.”

The girl made a quick gesture of
impatience.

“Such things,”’ she said, ‘“‘cannot be
explained. You must confront him,
and expose him.”

“No,” said Ormond, “I shall not con-
front him. I must think over the
matter deeply for a time. I am not
quick at thinking, at least, just now,
in the face of this difficulty. Every-
thing seemed plain and simple before;
but if Jimmy Spence has stepped into
my shoes, he is welcome to them.
Ever since I have come out of Afriea
I seem to have lost all ambition.
Nothing appears to be worth while

now.

“Oh,” cried the girl, “that is because
you are in ill-health. You will be
vourself again when you reach Eng-
land. Don’t let this worry you now;
there is plenty of time to think it all
out before we arrive. - I am sorry I
spoke about it, but you see I was sur-
prised when you mentioned your
name.”
| “I am very glad you spoke to me,”
 said. Ormond, in a more cheerful voice.
by mere fact that you have spoken
to has encouraged me wonderfully.
I cannot,tell how much this conver-
sation has been to me. I am a lone
man, with only one friend in the world;
Iam afraid I must and now, without
even one friend in the world. I am
grateful for your interest in me, even
though it was only compassion for a
wreck, for a derelict, floating' about
on the sea of life.”

There were tears in the girl's eyes,
‘and she did not speak for a moment.
Then. she laid her hand softly on Or-
I mond’s arm, and said : “You are*not
a wreck—far from it. You sit alone
too much, and I am afraid that what
I have thoughtlessly said has added to
your troubles.” The girl paused in
her talk, but after a moment added :
“Don’t you think you could walk' the
deck for a little ?”

“I don’t know about walki®g,” said
Ormond, with a little laugh ; “but I'll
come with you if you don’t mind a
little encumbrance.”

He rose somewhat unsteadily,
she took his arm.

“You must look upon me as your
! physician,” she said, cheerfully, “and I
ishall insist that my orders are obeyed.”

“I shall be delighted to be under your
charge,” said Ormond, “but may I not
know my physician’s name?”

The girl blushed deeply as she rea-
lized that she had had such a long con-
versation with one to whom she had
never been introduced. She had re-
garded him as an invalid, who needed
a few words of cheerful encourage-
ment ; but as he stood up she saw
that he was much younger than his
face and appearance had led her to
suppose. :

“My name is Mary Radford,” she
said.

_“Miss Mary Radford?” inquired Or-
mond.

“Miss Mary Radford.”

That walk on the deck was the first
of many, and it soon became evident
to Ormond that he was rapidly becom-
ing his old self again. If he had lost
a friend in England he had certainly
found another on shipboard, to whom
he was getting more and more attach-
ed as time went on. The only point
of disagreement between them was in
regard to confronting Jimmy Spence.
Ormond was determined in his resolve
not to interfere with Jimmy and his ill-
gotten fame.

As the voyage was nearing its end
Ormond and Miss Radford stood to-
gether, leaning over the rail, convers-
ing quietly. They had become very
great friends indeed.

“But if you do not intend to expose
this man,” said Miss Radford, ‘“what

and

3 the v-im"mm £

,a daze ; it seemed to her that even the

A;&x

then do you xiropo_u. to do when you
land T Are you golng back to the

“I  don“t thluk'sq:’v‘}‘gnﬂeﬂ Qrmond.
1 will try-to-get something to-do, and’
live quietly for a while® "« > « .

“Oh,” answered the girly “I have no
patience with you.” s

‘Um sorry for that, Mary,” said Or-
mond, “for if 1 could haye made a
living I intended to have asked you to
be my wife.”

“Oh,” cried the girl breathlessly,
turning her head away. s
“D6 you think I would have any

chance ?”" asked Ormond.

“Qf making a living?’ inquired the
Lgirl-after & moment’s silence.

“No.. I'm sure of méking a living,
for I have always done 80.. Therefore,
answer my question : Mary, do you
think I would have any, chance?” And
he placed his hand softly over hers,
which lay on the ship’s rail.

The girl did not answer, but she did
not withdraw her hand; she gazed
down at the bright green water with
its tinge of foam. ;

“I suppose you know,” she said at
length, ‘“‘that you have every chance,
and that you are merely pretending
ignorance to make it easier for me, be-
cause I have simply flung myself at
your head ever since we began the
voyage.” .

“I am not pretending, Mary,” he
safd. “What I feared was that your
interest was only that of a nurse in a
somewhat backward patient. - I was
afraid that I had your sympathy, but
not your love. - Perhaps that was the
case at first.” -

“Perhaps that was the case—at first
—but is far from being the truth now— |
Sidney."”

The young man made a motion to
approach nearer to heér, but the girl
drew away, whispering @

“There are other people besides our-
selves on deck, remember.”

“I don’t believe it,” said Ormond,
gazing fondly at her. . “I can see no
one but you., I belleve wtare float-
ing alone on the ocean.together, and
that there is no one else in the wide
world except our two selves. Ithought
I went to Africa for fame, but I see
I really went to'find you. What I
sought seems poor to what I have
tgpnd." '

‘Perhaps,” said the girl, looking shy-
1y at him, *“ fame is waiting as anx-
fously for ypu too woo her as—as an-
other person waited. Fame is a shame-
less huzzy, ybu know.” .. °

The young man shook his head.

“No. Fame has jilted me once. I
won’t give her another chance.”

So those who were twain sailed gen-
tly into. Southampton docks resolved
to be one when the gods were willing.

Miss Mary Radford’s @ people were
thére to meet her, an@ Ormond went
up to London alone, :'beginning his
short rallway journey with & return of
the melancholy that had oppressed him
during the first part Jf his' long voy-
age. He felt once more alone in the
world, now that the bright presence
of his sweetheart was mising, and he
was saddened by the thought that the
telegram. he. had hoped to send to
Jimmy Spence, exultingly announcing
his arrival, would never. be sent. In
a newspaper he bought-at the station
he saw that the African traveler, Bid-
ney Ormond, was to be,received by the
Mayor and corporation of a midland
town and presented with the freedom
of the city. The trave was to lec-
ture on his expleits in ‘the town =0
honoring him, that day’ week. Or-
‘mond put down the paper with a sigh,
and turned his thougi®s  to the girl
from whom he had sorlately parted.
A true sweetheart is e pleasanter sub-
ject for meditation than:a false friend.

Mary also saw the announcement in
the paper, and anger tightened her lips
and brought additional” color to her
cheeks, Seeing how averse her lover
was to taking any action against his
former friend, she had cdeased to urge
him, but she had quietly made up her
own mind -to be herself: thie goddess of
the nmachine. A 5

On thé night the-bogus-African tra-
veler was to lecture in the midland
town, Mary Radford was-a unit in the
very large audience that greeted him.
When he came on the platform she was
so amazed at the personal gppearance
that she cried out, but fortunately her
exclamation ‘was lost in' the applause
that greeted the lecturér. The man
was the exact <duplicste of her be-
| trothed. .She listenedstonthe lecturé in

tones of the lecturer’s voice were those
of her lover. She paid little heed to the
matter of his discourse, but allowed
her mind to dwell more on the com-
ing interview, wondering what excuses
the fraudulent traveler would make
for his perfidy. When the lecture was
over, and the usual vote of thanks had
been tendered and accepted, Mary Rad-
ford still sat there, while the rest_of
the audience slowly filtered out of the
hall. She rose at last, nerving her-
self for the coming meeting, and went
to the side door, where she told the
man on duty that she wished to see
the lecturer. The man said that it
was impossible for Mr. Ormond to see
anyone at that moment; there was to
be a big dinner, and he was to meet
the Mayor and corporation ; an address
was to %e presented, and.so the lecturer
had said that he could see no one.

“Will you take & note to him if I
write it?” said the girl

“I will send it to “him, but it's no
pse—he won’t see you. = He refused to
see even the reporters,’” said the door-
keeper, as if that was final, and a man
who would deny himself to the report-
ers would not admit royalty itself.

Mary wrote on a slip. of paper the
words : ‘“The affianced wife of the
real Sidney Ormond ‘would like to see
you for a few moments,” and this brief
note was taken to the iect}xrer.

The door-kéeper’s faith’ in the con-
gistency of public men was rudely
shaken a,few minutes later, when the
messenger returned with orders that
the lady was to be. admitted at once.

When Mary entered the green-room of
the lecture hall, she saw the double of
her lover standing near the fire, her
note in his hand, and a look of incre-
dulity on his face.

The girl bravely entered the room,
and, closing the door, stood with her
back against it. He was the first to
speak.

«I thought Sidney had told me every-
thing. I never knew he was acquaint-
ed with a young lady, much less en-
gaged tp her.” i

“You ‘admit then, that you are not
the true'Sidney Ormond?”’

“T admit it to you, of course, if you
were to have been his wife.”

“I am to be his wife, I hope.”

«But Sidney, poor fellow, is dead—
dead in the wilds of Africa.”

“You will be shocked to learn that
such is not the case, and that your im-
posture must come to an end. Per-
haps you counted on his friendship for
you, and thought that, even if he did
return, he would pot expose you. In
that you were quite right, but you did
not count on me. Sidney Ormond is
at  this moment in- London, Mr.
Spence.” .

Jimmy Spence, paying no attention
to the accusations of the girl, gave the
war-whoop, which, had formerly been
so effective in the second act of “Po-
cahontas”—in which Jimmy had enact-
ed the noble savage—and then he
danced a jig that had done service in
“Qolleen Bawn.” While the amazed
girl watched these antics, Jimmy sud-
denly swooped down upon her, caught
her round the waist, and whirled her
wildly around the room. Setting her
down in a corner, Jimmy became him-
self again, and, dabbing his heated
brow with his handkerchief carefully,
so as not to disturb the make-up— |

“Sidney in England again? That's
too good news  to be , true. Say it
again, my girl ; I can hardly believe
you. Why- didn’t he come with you?
Is he 11177 »

“He has been very ill.”

“Ah, that's it, poor fellow ! I knew l
nothing else would have kept him.|
And then when he telegraphed to me |
at the old address-on landing, of course |
there was no reply, because, you see, |
I had disappeared. But Sid wouldn’t’
know anything about that, and so he
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must be wondering what has become
B e it Eton <8 eoad

m when we mee mogt as goad as
his own Afriean ex 'ﬂe‘nm.‘*»- We'dl
go right up to London at dnce &s soon
a§-fhis . confounded ' dinner is over
And what is your name my girl?"

“Mary Radford.”

“And you're engaged 0 .old 8id, eh?
Well ! well! well! well! This js great
news. You musn't mind my capers,
Mary, my dear ; you see I'm the only
friend Sid has, and I'm b&ld enough to
be your father. I look young now, but
you wait till the paint comes off. Have
you any money ? I mean to live on
when you're married, because I know
Sidney never had much.”

“T haven't very much, either,” said
Mary, with a sigh.

Jimmy jumped up and paced the
room in great glee, laughing and
slapping his thigh. ;

“That’s first rate,” he cried. “Why,
Mary, I've got'over twenty thousand
pounds saved up in the bank for you
two. The bool); and the lectures, you
know. 1 don believe Sid himself
could have done as well, for he always
was careless with money ; he’s often’
lent me the last pénny he had, and
never kept any ac nt of it. And I
never thought of paying it back either
until he was gone, and then it wor |
ried me.” 4

The messenger put his head into the
room, and said the Mdyor and the cor-
pqratlon were waiting.

‘Oh, hang the Mayor and the cor-
poration,” cried Jimmy; then, suddenly
recollecting himself, he added hastily :
“No, don’'t do that. Just give them
Jimmy—I mean Sidney Ormond’s com-
pliments, and tell His Worship that I
have just had some very important
news from Africa, but will be with him
presently.” :

When' the messenger was gone
Jimmy continued, in high feather:
“What a time we will have in London!
We'll all three go to the old familiar
theatre. Yes, and, by Jove, we'll pay
for our seats ; that will be a novelty.
Then we will .have supper where Sid
and I used to eat. Sidrney will talk,
and you and I will listen; then I'll
talk and you and Sid will listen. You
see, my dear, I've been to Africa, too.
When I got Sidney’s letter saying he
was dying, I just moped about and was
of no use to anybody. Then I made
up my mind what to do.  Sid had dled
for fame, and it wasn’t just he
shouldn’t get what he paid so dearly
for. I gathered together what money
I could and went to Africa steerage. I
found I couldn’t do anything there
about searching for 8id, so I resolved
to be his understudy, and bring fame
to him, if - it was possible. I sank my
own identity, and made up as Sidney
Ormond, took his boxes, and sailed for
Southampton, I have beén his under-
study ever since ! for, after all, I al-
ways had a hope he would come back
some day, and then everything would
be ready for him to take the principal
role, and let the old understudy go
back to the boards again, and resume
competing with the reputation of Ma-
cready. = If Sid hadn’t.come, back in
another year, I was going to take a
lecturing trip in America ; and when
that was done, I intended to set out
in great state for Africa, disappear
into the forest as Sidney Ormond, wash
the paint off, and come out as Jimmy
Spence. Then Sidney Ormond’s fame
would have been secure, for they would
always be sending out relief expedi-
tions after him, and not finding him,
while I would be growing old on the

boards, and bragging what a great |

man my friend Sidney Ormond was.”

There were tears in the gifl's eyes as
she rose and took Jimmy's hand.

“No man has ‘ever been so true a
friend to his friend as you have been,”
she sald. '

“Oh, bless you, yes,” cried Jimmy

Jauntily ; “Sid would have done~the

game for me, But he is luckier in hav-
ing you than in having his friend, al-
though T don’t deny I've been a good
friend to him.
lucky in having a plucky girl like you.
I missed that somehow when 1 was
young, having my head Tull of Ma-
cready nonsense. and I missed being a
Macready too. I've always been &
sort of understudy ; so you see the part
comes easy to me. Now I must be
off to that confounded Mayor and cor-
I had almeost forgotten
them, but I must keep up the char-
acter for Sidney’s sake.  But this is
the last act, my dear. To-morrow I'll
turn over the part of explorer to the
real actor—to the star.” ¢

SURE SIGNS OF DEATH.

There are None and the Most Skilful Doe-
tors May Make Mistakes.

“Apparent ‘death from an electric
shock,” said a physician in discussing
the case of the workman 'on the Met
ropolitan “L,” “is one of the most de-
ceptive things in the world. Thos¢
who opposed the employment of elec:
tricity for the infliction of capita.
punishment in New York were able
to cite the opinions of some of th¢
most- eminent authorities on this sub-
ject, among them Sir Benjamin Wara
Richardson, who, in an address beﬂoge‘
the Medical Soclety of Lonuon som¢
years ago on ‘The Absolute Bigns oi
Death,’ took a strong position against
the employment of electricity in the
case of murderers, and asserted that as
the result of a’series of careful experi-
ments he had been forced to the con-
clusion that it could hot be rélied upon
to produce death. Birds and small
animals, he had found, could be kill-
ed without any difficulty, but sheep
upon which the experiment had been
tried subsequently revived, and he was
unable to fix upon a voltage sufficient-
ly great to insure death. Sometimes,
he said, the current would produce &
mere scorching while in other instances
the subject would be thrown into a
cataleptic state from which he would
subsequently recover.

“The fact is that when we are asked
to say definitely what constitutes death
so far as outward and visible signs
go we doctors must confess with the
rest of mankind that we can make no
conclusive answer any more than we
can if you ask us to define life, Ex-
cept where decomposition has set in,
or where a body is so injured as to
put the matter beyond question, there
is always a possibility of error, No
physician should sign a death certi-
ficate in the case of a pa'ient unless
he was present at the final moment oOr
unless he has made an examination
after death is reported by those in at-
tendance ,although I know this pre-
caution is not always taken. I have

never had any cases of recovery after |

apparant death in my own practice,
but'I have known of them, and many
others are recorded. For example,
there is the instance of a physician in
New York city who was called to see
a stndent at a young ladies’ semin-
ary. He was unable to respond imme-
diately, and upon his arrival he was
met ‘at the entrance by one of the
young woman’s fellow students who
said: ‘It’s no ‘use, now, doctor, she 1s
gone.’ He went to the room, where
he found the girl lying as if dead. Her
face was white and jher heart had
ceased to beat. The other physician in
attendance, who was present when the
change took place,

ed, was subject to attacks of what is
known as grave hysteria, and it was.
during one of these attacks that she
had apparently pissed away. Consider-
ing that under the circumstances the
evidences of death were by no means
conclusive, he resorted to artificial res-
piration, with the result that the girl
recovered completely and became a

| strong and healthy woman. Exam-

ples of this kind, while by mo means
common, are sufficiently nnmerous to

Yes, my dear, he i8]

_ pronounced her . Y
. dead, But the girl, as the doctor learn-

) T e Oy
show the danger in which friends and.
physiclans are constantly placed of
making
nature. ¥ - S

‘SBome years ago an award which had
been placed in its hands by a profes-
sor in the Unlversity of Rome was
made by the Academy of Sciences of
Paris for an essay on the question,
“What is an Infallible Sign of Death?
In the essay for which the award was
made it 'was asserted that death could
always be determined by a prolonged
absence of beatings of the heart upon
auscultation; that is to say, by listen-
ing either with or without the stetho-
scope. It was required, of course, that
the auscultation should: be performed
by a physician, but this test was soon
shown to'be unreliable by numerous
cases in which it was tried. The Paris
Academy of Medicine has had for &
number of years a standing prize of
several thousand francs bequeathed to
it by some Marquis for a solution of'
the same great problem, but it has
never beea awarded.”—Chicage Tri-
bune,

EGG HATCHING IN EGYPT.

A Method of Incubation Which is as Old
as the Ohristian Era.

Among the fellahs of modern Egypt
a process of incubation is in use which
has been handed down from antiquity,
perhaps from the time of Diodorus,
who, forty years before the Christian
era said that the Egyptians brought
eggs to maturity with their own hands
and that the chickens hatched thus
were not inferior to those hatched in
the usual way. The process is describ-
ed in Nature:

Ovens are built, consisting of a cham-
ber about 11 feet square and 4 feet
high, with a flat roof. Above this an-
other chamber, 9 feet highy is built,
with a valted roof, having a small
opening in the middle to admit light.
Below a larger opening communicates
with the room underneath. In cold
weather both rooms are kept closed,
and a lamp is left burning in ‘each,
entrance to them being had through
the lower chamber,

When the oven is réady the proprie-
tor goes to the neighboring villages
and collects eggs. They are placed on
mats. and strewn with bran, in the
lower chamber. Fires are then light-
ed in troughs along the sides of the
upper room, the eggs being in two
lines immediately below. The fires
are lighted twice a day, the first dy-
ing out at noon, and the other burn-
ing from 8 to 8 in the evening. The
first batch of eggs is left for half a
day in the warmest place and then
it makes way for the next, until all
have been warmed. This process is
kept up for six days, when the eggs
are examined carefully in a sStrong
light. Those that are clear are cast
aside. Those that are cloudy are put
back in the oven for &another four
days. They are then rémoved for five
days to another chamber, where there
are no fires, but the air is excluded.
After this they are placed an inch or
two apart and continpally turned, this
last stage taking six or seven days.

The eggs are examined constantly
by being held ageainst the upper eyelid
to reveal if they are warmer than the
humean skin, The whele process lasts
twenty-one days, but the thih-shelled
eggs often hatch in eighteen, The
heat required is 86 degrees Fahrenhelt.
Excessive heat is

- ROOFED BY. THE SKY.

Mexican Delight to Live as Much as
Possible in the Open Air.

The population of ‘the City of Mex-
fco 18 about 300.100, and lof these at
least two-thirds ‘live literally in the
sireets. The high altitude, the high-
ness and dryness of the .atmosphere,
even in ;the depth of winter, and al-
most constantly olear blue sky com-
bine to make out-of-door life as attrac-
tive as may be found, pérhaps, any-
where in the world. There is an ex-
hilarating lightness and uplifting buoy-
ancy in the air that gives people a dis-
like for confinement in the close, heavy
houses of Mexico. ¢ .

Multitudes of persons of wealth eat,
sleep, work, visit and idle away their
time through ‘the whole year in the
gardens or on the very broad porch
tbat extend all about the universal patio
of their low, rambling houses., Thous-
ands of the poorér classes here never
have any homes but cheap; tent and
hut-like abodes, and ‘fér .years have
slapt wherever drowsinéss' may over-
take them—whethér in the épen door-

pways,on the cathedral steps,in the mar-

ket places or in the fields about the city.
The people of the City of Mexico are,
therefore, noted for: their habits of
early rising.

At -so early an hour as 7 o’clock al-
most any morning, especially after the
leng, hot summer season is over, ele-

gant equippages may be seen dashing |

tkrough the park, not a few of the liv-
éried drivers holding the ribbons over
the sleek buckskin mules—for here the
mule is not relegated. to the plebs, but
belds its own with equine aristocracy.
And certainly his satiny skin, his
dainty ebonized hoofs and neatly shorn
tail, ending in a jaunty tassel, and his
aggressive ears, subdued with fancy
nets (assuming a look of conservative
meekness), merit the distinction and
show how one may feed a mule, as well
‘ag ‘“f\~d a man, into a higher state
of exitvence.”

While the latest Parisian styles pre-
vail -among the Mexican ladles, the
bluck lace mantilla still anticipates,
mijllinery <¢onfections. Conscious, no

antilla so bewitchingly

ver her inky braids, soften-

fng the outline of her face and lending

sive dignity to the carriage, the

orita clings to it. A Spanish wo-

man in a new-fangled hat or bonnet

loses half her interest, and she is wise
enough to know it.—New York Post.

If Napoleon Had Invaded England.

It is also pertinent to inquire what
would have happened had Napoleon
been successful in landing an army on
English shores. In the first place, his
mastery of the seas would have been
quickly ended by the combined efforts
of the English war vessels then afloat,
and he would have been left without
tase of supplies, or communication. In
the second place, he would have met a
recistance from a proud, free, enlight-

ened and desperate people which would |

have paralyzed all his tactics, and
would have worn-out any army he
could have kept togéther. Did Nap-
oieon fail to understand this? Of
ccurse not. He had sald before that
ar army which cannot be regularly re-
ited {8 a doom~d army. He had seen
this théory verif:d in Egypt, and he
knew very well that a permanent mas-

tery of the seas was out of the ques-

tion with the fleets and flotillas at his
disposal. It would appear in the case
of any other man than Napoleon thar
the proof .was complete, in view of
what actually di1 occur—namely, the

attack by land on Austria. The im-.

pression which Metternich received fr
1%10 'that this har been the Emperor's
intention from the first, and the lavish-

pess with which Napoleon, throughout

.

. ing .
mistakes of the most shock_gg  plimentaty pleces-

L

his publlc career, made use of any and
every form of ruse, even the costliest,
in order to mislead his foes, are-com-
TV ] of evidence: which
furnish the -strongest corroberation.—
Piof. W. M. Sloane’s “Life of Napol-
eon,” in the November Century.

A mosphere e the Stars,

The modern astronomical principle
on which stars are classified, namely,
the resemblance and difference be-
tween their spectra, and the revolu-
tions charactrizing this remarkable
phenomenon, have led to various at-
tempts to indicate the stage ot ad-
orb in its life’s history or development.
Remarking upon this a recent writer
cites Dr. Scheiffer as putting, in his
late work on sfellar spectroscopy, those
stars whose spectra contain the bright-
lines of hellium and hydrogen in the
first sub-division of his first class in
evolution. Beta Lyrae and Gamma
Cassiopiae being two such stars; he re-
gards them as having atmospheres
composed of these gases, enormously
extensive as compared with those of
other stars, and possibly hotter than
the gaseous envelopes of their older
companions. On the basis of this theory
the query is considered pertinent as to
how long it may be since our world
was in the condition of Beta Lyrae,
whether any hellum now floats in
our outer atmosphere, how that partic-
ular portion which is now imbedded
in the earth’s crust got there, and
other similar questions.—New York
Sun.

The Pope’s Condition.
An American gentleman, recently
favored with an audiepce with Pope
Leo XIII., thus describes the event in
a private letter:
We have just come from having an
audience with the Holy Father. Bod-
{ly he appears to be very feeble. If
you were attending a gick man, and
he looked as the Holy Father does, you
might be inclined to say ‘‘Here is a
man of whose death I may hear at
any particular moment, yet he may live
ten years.”
There is something even in his bodily
appearance—I know not what it is—
which causes you to think he may live
a long time yet. If, however, his
health s feeble, his mind appears to be
wonderfully clear. He has a very bright
and at the same time a very kind ex-
pression of the eves. ‘'His face is re-
markably refined.
In some respects his pictures hardly
do him justice. Some of them give you
the impression of a man of strong
character, but they do not indicate the
gofter graces. To my mind the face of
Leo XIII. ig that of a man very strong
mentally, and at the same time very
gentle. His face, I should say, has
pbeen made gentle by prayer and medi-
tation. It is the face of a gentieman
—gentle and at the same time manly.—
Boston Pllot. .
b3
-

A Barefaced Bunko.

e

Uncle Abner—Wal, I swan, I thought
the *Bazoo was runnin’ doawn. Re-
mind me, Mariar, to step into Edltor
Jones's and discontinner 1t to-morrow.
Mariar—What's the matter, father?
Uncle Abner—Why, the lunkhead
himself owns up that it’s entered at '’
the postoffice' as second-class matter.

-,

Tiam Tirst Bloomers.

A well-known Washington lady who
has become a great bicycle enthusiast
intends to take an extensive wheeling
trip with her husband. Because of the
{nconvenience of skirts, she decided to
adopt bloomers, and left her order and
meagure with the ladies’ department
of a well-known tailor. In answer to
a card to “call at her earliest conven=-
fence to try on,” she dropped in the
other day. The lady fitter at the time
was not in, but the new woman said
that didn’t make any difference, she
would try them on anyhow.

She was therefore ushered into the
small dresging room and tried the pa-
tience of the proprietor and cutter,
who awaited her appearance, for she
was gone a good while. K

‘When she came out she was in
bloomers, but not in a very equable
frame of mind. Turning to the pro-
prietor, she exclaimed:

“This i8 & horrid fit,' I don’t see how
you could have made such a botch, I
don’t know just how they ought to be,
but I know they are not right, Where
they ought to be tight they are loose,
and where they ought to be loose they
are tight.”

The proprietor-lobked at the cutter,
and the cutter looked. At the proprie
tor. The propritor blushed, but the
cutter, who was behind the lady’s back,
smiled, and ‘boldly winked at his eme
ployer.

Then the proprietor determined on he=
roic measure. Gently, but firmly, he
said: :

“My dear madam, if you will kindly
return to the dressing room and put
them on right side before, I think youn
will find that they fit all right.”

Sadly she disappeared behind the
curtain and never said a word.—Washe
ing.on Evening Star.

A Horse on Him.

“It will be lonely without the nable
quadruped that has been so long &
part of the human family,” he said as
he wiped away a tear of retrospection.

“Yes.” answered his wife, “but you
must remember that the nightmare
will be with us always.”’—Detroit Fres

Preza.
(S AR SRR 1

Willte Wis Not Frighjened.

She—Why do you seem 80 frightened .
of papa?

He—The father of the lasgirl I'was
eng—er—I mean—er—the jokes comie
papers print about girls’ fathers klcls-
ing fellowvs are awfully absurd, aren t
they? Haw! Haw!—Truth.

¢ He Thought so, Too.
“Do you sing?”’ he asked, as

seated herself at the piano. G-
“Not at all,” she answered, and af-

ter hearing her he agreed with her.—
Free Press. : :

she

The Price.
He (musingly)—There is _something
about that flower that mfel it seem

very dear to me. *
She—What is that?

He—The pricel—~Pick-Me-Up




