THE HARP.

333

jott when they have appronched. “What
do you sny, FFrank 2",

“ I say nothing,” says Frank, sulkily,

Frank wonld die at the stalke sooner
thati coincide with anyidea of Durand’s.
Durand laughs in his airy tashion, and
luys ono white and shapely hand on
Dexter's stalwait shoulder. ‘

“ Francois, mon ami—-""

“My name's Frank,” growls Mr
Dexter, still more sulkily.

« [coutes, mon cher Frank—————"

«Speak fnglish if you want to talk to
me, Mr. Durand.”

e shukes oft the hated hand, and
moves away closer to Miss Landelle’s
side.

# Listen, then, I'rank, and all you
messieurs and mesdames. I say let us
have a play—a play is my strong point.
I will be stage manager. I will takeall
the labour of arrangements upon myself.
You shall do nothing but accept your
parts and cover yourselves with dis-
tinetion,”

“Ah! cover ourselves with distine-
tion,” repeats Miss Hariott with a groan;
“what fiendish sarcasm is here ?”

“What say you, Reine?” inquires
Longwerth, smiling, and Reine lifis two
eyes dancing with delight.  ““ You look
as if you might like it.” '

“ Monsicur, to perform. in a play is
the one unsatisfied ambition of my life.”

“ And of mine,” chimes in Miss Har-
fott, “ Let me strut my little hour up-
-on the stage and 'l die happy.”

“Itain't hall a bad iden,” says M.
Beclwith, coming up, “it's new and
nice, and will pay, Ifairs are boves, a
ball this hot weather is not to be thought
-of, and pic-nies are played out: Isay
a play.”!

“A play ! aplay | wy kingdom tor a
play " eries little Mrs. Reckwith, danc-
ing up. ““Mr. Durand you are a perfect
angel.” o

“ A 'h, madame,” says M. Durand, and
removes his hat, and lays his hand npon
his heart 5 “as you ave strong be merei-
full Your lightest word of praise over-
powers me.” » ‘

Frank looks on! and listens with a
face of unmitigated disgust. :

“What a little simpering fool that

wife of Beckwith's i, he is charitably’

thinking ; and what grinning, ehattering
monkeys Frenchmen  invariably ave I”

“ Lot us form a committee of ways
and means,” says Beckwith, “and let us
decide the matter at once. Here's a
cool place under these lrees; let us sit
down, Now, then, monsieur, you're the
leader and chief of this project. What's
the play, to begin with ?”

A confusion of {ongues immediately
ensues,

“¢The Lady of Liyons,”” cries shrilly
Mrs. Beckwith., “1 will play Pauline
and Monsieur Durand  the fascinating
Claude Melnotte.”

“Did evor a collection of amateur
noodles murder a good drama, I wonder,
without beginning with” ¢The Lady of
Lyons?’ comments Mr. Dexter, still dis-
gusted, to Miss Marie.

Miss Marie smiles, reposes under the
pink parasol, listens, and takes no part
in the discussion. Some one proposes
“Macbeth,” with Mr. O'Sullivan as the
Thane of Cawdor and Miss Hariott as
the tremendous heroine.  This is over-
ruled with much laughter.. ¢ Hamlet,”
is ambitiously asked for next by Mr.
Beckwith ;- Durand - can. play Hamiet.
Mr. B. opines he rather looks like that .
sort of thing, and he might throw a lit-
tle originality into the porformance. by
singing a French comic song, say in the
grave-digging scene, or just before the
Ghost enters, e, Mr. Beckwith, thinks
he might distingnish himself as the
Ghost. . His, too, meets with objection.

“Then they discuss the “ School for
Scandal;” bus here Mr. Beckwith takes
high moral ground. . The ¢ School for
Scandal " isw’t proper, by George, and
heisn’t going in for what is not strictly
virtuous and correct.. No married man
ought to countenance such a rascalas
Joseph Surface wnd Charles was not much
better. Saw it once played in Boston,
and was sorry he took Mrs. Beckwith.
The man who wrote it ought to bo
ashamed of himself, o

‘“ Speaking of the ¢ School for Scan-
dal,’ what do you say to Sheridan’s oth-
er comedy  ‘The Rivals,” inquires. Dur-
and; “it is not beyond ordinary amateur
histrionic efforts, and My, Beckwith’s |
moral scriples do notapply.. You hive
all seen  The Rivals,’ 1 suppose ?” '

Yeos, all have scen “The Rivals'—it "

would do_capitally.

‘“ Liet me see,” says Durand, frowning .

‘roflectively; “ There ave enough of-us L :




